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Chapter One: An End to an Arduous Journey

THE HOT SUN burnt down upon the caravan as it trekked along the seemingly endless dunes of the Ghaybi desert, so hot that the air itself seemed to be shimmering under its relentless onslaught. The soldiers ringing it trudged along with red faces similar to boiled lobsters, cooking in their heavy mail armour as they struggled across the blistering sands on sandalled feet.

Viena Aueius was only marginally more comfortable from her perch upon a camel in the centre of the column. The thin silk canopy rigged up on her mount gave her a small amount of shade from the sun, but it seemed to do nothing whatsoever about the heat, which was as stifling to her as she imagined it was to the men around her forced to walk exposed underneath the blistering open sky.

Not that the young noblewoman gave much thought to their miseries. She had her own to deal with.

Her long tunic, dyed purple along the edges as a sign of her noble status and held together at the sides with jewelled brooches, was made of light linen but was so soaked from sweat that it practically clung to her lush figure. In irritation, Viena waved the broad fan that she carried but it did little good, though it at least helped to keep the flies away; what the irritating things lived off of in this practical wasteland was a mystery to her.

Sighing, Viena resigned herself to the fact that there was no escape from the horrid heat and tried her best to make herself comfortable on the swaying beast she was reclining upon. When they had set out what felt now to be an eternity ago from Anens, the provincial capital of this backwater of the empire her father served as governor of, she had been assured it was the easiest way to traverse the vast desert. In irritation, Viena found herself doubting it.

“You look parched, Great Lady,” a voice said, “here, have some sweet fig juice to quench your thirst!”

Looking down, Viena saw the diminutive figure of Fazli, holding up a stoppered skin towards her. The merchant seemed utterly unaffected by the heat as he always did, cloaked in his flowing robes, his pointed face peeking out from their hood with the simpering look upon it that always seemed to be his expression.

Wordlessly, Viena took the offered skin, plump with the aforementioned fig juice, and pulled the cork plug from its tubed spout before raising it to her lips. In the mood she was in she would have much preferred wine, but after only a few days in the scorching heat she had been forced to concede Fazli’s protestations that it would only worsen her thirst were correct.

The fig juice was hideously sweet to Viena’s palette but she drained the skin nevertheless, enjoying the relief it granted her parched throat. Once it was empty she blindly tossed it aside, hardly caring if it landed on the sand and was trampled underneath the hoofs of her camel.

Fazli nimbly caught it, however, and tucked the skin back inside his robes. Looking back up at her, he smiled sycophantically. “Alas I fear that is the last one, Great Lady, so you shall have to make do with water till we reach Makka Point. Thankfully it should not be long now.”

“I remember you saying much the same yesterday and the day before,” a new voice came from a tall man riding up on his horse. It was Viena’s brother, Decim, who was officially in command of the caravan but in practice found himself totally at the mercy of the wily little man from the fabled southern city of Ashkad who served as part guide, part diplomat and part advisor to the party. “By the Gods, can you tell us precisely when ‘not long’ will be?”

Fazli bowed before Decim and then held up one hand so he could squint at the sun with his dark, beady eyes, seemingly judging its position in the sky. “If all goes well, we should reach there before the sun sets today, Great Lord, though only your Gods can know for certain.”

For a brief moment, Viena felt relief at the news that their journey would finally be coming to an end, her sore body relishing the thought of no longer having to bear the tiresome burden of riding upon her foul camel. Then she remembered just what it was that awaited her at their destination and her brief delight curdled like sour milk.

Decim for his part, free of any such unpleasant thoughts, looked overjoyed. Much like her he took after their father in looks with golden blonde hair and a fair complexion and under the relentless rays of the sun his skin had turned a most unattractive pink colour where it was not outright burned and it was positively shining with sweat; in his heavy chain shirt and iron breastplate he was most certainly baking from the heat. “Good news, would you not agree sister? I hope there will be fresh supplies waiting for us there. I swear, if I never eat another bowl of couscous it will be a day too soon!”

He spat upon the sands for emphasis as he said this and Fazli raised his hands placatingly. “There will be some, Great Lord, as I have said there is a small community at Makka Point that caters to the caravans as they make their way through the desert, but what they have to offer will be limited. But do not fear,” he went on when Decim’s face darkened underneath his plumed helmet, “when the bir Saani comes she will doubtlessly have ample stores to share with you as is custom. Once other matters have been concluded of course.”

Upon hearing that name it was Viena’s face that darkened and her mood with it, not that it had been particularly pleasant to begin with. Decim did not seem to notice, not that she had expected otherwise, and with a nod to Fazli he spurred his horse forward, sand kicking up from its hooves, and began riding towards the head of the caravan, likely hoping to see some sign of Makka Point and the end of their arduous journey from there.

Fazli at least deigned to bow to her before scurrying off to whatever unimportant business he had to attend to, leaving Viena alone with nothing but her thoughts. This did nothing to improve her foul mood as she for what seemed to be the countless time lamented how her life had seemed to only turn for the worse of late.

Born into a noble house of the Utrusian Empire, the mightiest one ever to grace all four corners of the earth, one would think this would not be the case. But they would be wrong, she thought bitterly. Her family, the Aueii, was an ancient one, able to trace its way back all the way to the founding of Corium, the mighty city from which the vast empire had sprung. Ancient but poor and fallen on hard times, as her father, Tibius, never failed to ruefully lament.

Then a bit over a year ago it seems that fortune had unexpectedly begun to shine upon them again. The reigning emperor had been deposed by some upstart general from one of the provinces, flush with glory from some recent triumphant campaign, who as luck would have it had just happened to be some distant cousin by marriage or something to that effect. Tibius had daringly thrown in his lot with him from the first moment he had heard the man was marching upon Corium, the illustrious Aueii name adding some much needed legitimacy to the aspiring usurper’s cause.

When the clash of swords and cries of battle had at last gone silent in the capitol’s streets, Tibius had thrown on his finest tunic and immediately departed for the imperial palace expecting to be richly rewarded for his support. When he had returned he had been in a fearsome mood and immediately begun bellowing for one of the cowering house slaves to bring him an amphora of wine.

“Hyllencena!” He had spat bitterly at Decim after downing several cups. “I risked everything helping to put that pompous byblow of a donkey on the Emperor’s chair and what does the ingrate give me? The governorship of Hyllencena!”

Viena’s bitterness had rivalled Tibius’s own at the news. Hyllencena was a distant province of the empire on the far side of the Narrow Sea. It was a thin strip of hilly land with the sea to the north and the vast Ghaybi desert to its south. While an important trading hub for the spices and gemstones and other riches of the many kingdoms beyond the Ghaybi’s sands, not to mention a rumoured mighty empire said to rival Utrusia’s own beyond the easterly Jade Mountains, it was considered to be a backwater populated by pompous fools who had the audacity to actually look down their noses on the denizens of the empire as uncultured ruffians.

Still, as inglorious as such a governorship was it promised to at least be a profitable one and if there was one thing her father hungered for more than prestige it was money, so Tibius had packed up his family and set sail on the first available ship destined for the provincial capital of Anens.

Hyllencena had proven to be everything Viena had feared it would be. Having lived her entire life in Corium, the centre of the world as far as she was concerned, Anens had proven to be miserable in comparison. Oh the city itself was nice enough, she had had to reluctantly concede, not dissimilar in appearance to Corium if a tad ancient looking. The people had been everything she had feared, however, stuck up snobs bitterly resentful of their new overlords who never missed an opportunity to quote some ancient philosopher from their bygone past or snidely mention how in ancient days of old they had briefly ruled an empire of their own even mightier than Utrusia’s had been.

Not that she had found her fellow countrymen who resided in Anens to be much better. Viena had to her despair found her new social circle consisted of the wives and daughters of middling local bureaucrats or even mere wealthy salt or wool merchants, all hopelessly behind the times on the latest fashions and gossiping about plays in the local theatre at least half a decade out of date.

Matters at her new home had not been improved by the fact Tibius had been equally disappointed with his own new position. “So much for the riches of Hyllencena! Every caravan that comes through these parts claims to be penniless, when they arrive at all.” He had thundered endlessly over dinner in the governor’s villa.

“There is nothing for it, Great Lord” the man Viena now knew to be Fazli had simpered. He was a frequent visitor to the city for business and had always come calling on Tibius when there, whispering like a snake in his ear. “The tribesmen of the Ghaybi rule those sands and demand steep tribute for passage through them and take it whether it is offered willingly or not. This was true in the days when the Kings’ of Kings ruled the continent and it is true now. Even Meneson the Great Conquerer saw the need to treat with them when he marched south through their deserts to bring the last King of Kings rule to an end centuries ago.”

“Phaw!” Tibius had spat. “Some sand nomads think they can defy the might of Utrusia because they once frightened some upstart barbarians. I’ll teach them otherwise.”

Only the lesson had proven a hard one to teach. Viena’s father had sent legion after legion into the Ghaybi desert only for each to limp back bloodied and battered weeks later with nothing to show for it other than a growing number of dead. The incoming caravans’ purses had remained as empty as ever.

“A poisoned winecup!” Tibius had moaned despairingly to Fazli as he paced before the small man in the atrium of the villa. “That’s what I have been given. The Imperial treasury will be calling soon demanding the year’s taxes and they will expect them to be paid whatever the circumstances here. And where will the shortfall in the revenue come from? My pocket, that's where!”

“An unenviable situation, Great Lord,” Fazli had stroked his chin beard slyly, a clever look appearing in his dark eyes, “but if I may dare, one there may be a solution for.”

“By the Gods man, speak it!” Tibius had all but shouted.

“In the desert honey often catches more sand flies than camel piss, as the old saying goes,” Fazli had said. “In my business I often have dealings with the tribes of the Ghaybi and I just may be able to find an arrangement with them. Should I be able to do so, I trust you will see fit to reward me, Great Lord?”

Fazli’s eyes turned to Viena, sitting in a corner of the atrium sewing, as he had said this. At the time she had thought she had not liked the calculating look in his eyes and thankfully he had quickly turned away to once more face her father.

“Yes yes, you’ll be paid!” Tibius had spat. “I imagine the drain on my purse will be less than the alternative I am otherwise faced with.”

Weeks had passed and Viena had all but forgotten about the brief exchange. Then the fateful day had come when to her great surprise she had been summoned to her father’s office. It was the first time she could recall this happening in her entire life and the young woman had had no clue what it could be for.

“Sit down, girl,” Tibius had gestured to one of the chairs before his desk and Viena had obediently seated herself upon it.

To her surprise her father had seemed uncertain of how to begin whatever it was he had summoned her to be told and for several long moments she had sat waiting as he had huffed under his breath and shuffled various scrolls about his desk. At the time she had wished he would simply come to whatever point he was building up to and get it over with so she could go on with her day. In retrospect she now wished he had continued shuffling his papers until the end of time itself.

“The time has come for you to do your duty for this family, Viena.” Tibius had finally begun.

“Yes father,” Viena had said woodenly, still wondering how much longer this would take. She had overheard that the cooks were preparing a grape pie and she suspected it would soon be ready. She had hoped this would be finished before it went cold.

“Fazli has returned from treating with the leader of the Ghaybi tribes, one Razia bir Saani as I understand.” Tibius had said, his eyes staring resolutely at the wooden surface of his desk. “It seems there is a way for the tribute they demand for passing through the desert to be reduced, at least for any caravans seeking passage to Hyllencena.”

“Oh what good news, father,” Viena had obligingly replied, her mind focused on the knowledge the grape pie was surely growing colder by the minute.

“In return Razia bir Saani is to have your hand in marriage.”

At that all thoughts of grape pie had vanished. “You must be joking!” Viena had said indignantly.

Tibius’s eyes had narrowed dangerously. “Mind your tongue, Viena.”

“Mind my tongue!” Viena had gone on, body practically shaking with outrage. “You mean to marry me off to some desert barbarian? For trade caravans! Have you taken leave of your senses?”

“It is you who has taken leave of yours, it seems,” Tibius had roared angrily, rising to his feet. “May I remind you that I am the Primus of this family! It’s head and master. By Utrusian law if I feel it is for the good of this family to choose to condemn you to death in the next minute it is within my rights. And if it is for the good of this family I see fit to marry you off to a jackass then you will do so, my daughter. Yes if your hand in marriage is what Razia bir Saani wants in return for the trade caravans to finally have the money to fill my coffers than your hand in marriage she shall have!”

Viena had quailed before Tibius’s anger, the fight going out of her. For a few moments she had said nothing but then she noted what he had just uttered. “She?”

At this Tibius had actually looked a bit discomforted. “Yes, it seems Razia bir Saani is a woman, as Fazli has led me to understand. I know, I myself honestly do not know whether to see it as a blessing or a curse. On one hand at least the divine blood of the Aueii will not be diluted with some ill-bred foreigner, but on the other should I ever set foot in Corium again I can only imagine the japes and jests I shall hear behind my back about the forum.”

“You have my sympathies, father,” Viena had said faintly, the sarcasm in her voice thankfully going unnoticed.

And that had been that. After her initial outrage had passed, Viena had realised arguing was futile and that there would be no swaying her father. Like any other Utrusian nobleman, Tibius’s foremost concern was ensuring the status of the family, which conveniently enough was embodied in his own status, and the concerns of anyone else came a distant second to that. Even Decim, his son and heir, would be used by Tibius in whatever fashion he felt best suited to meet his own interests without the slightest concern for his son’s own wishes on the matter.

Back in the present, Viena once again tried to find a comfortable position to recline upon the swaying camel and reflected that it was not as if this turn of events was a completely unexpected one. Like all women of her class she had grown up knowing that one day she would marry and it would be to someone chosen by her father for the advantage of her family and not her own desires. When her older sister Faustina’s marriage had been decided, it had been to a rich oyster farmer who offered a hefty dowry; at the time a then teenaged Viena had gloated over the news rather cruelly, which in retrospect she now regretted somewhat.

With a bitter smile, she reflected that Faustina may in fact have been the lucky one. Her oyster farmer was at least an Utrusian even if only a commoner, albeit a wealthy one. Viena now found herself facing the prospect of a lifetime shackled to some foreign barbarian. She had never given much thought to the people who called the Ghaybi desert home beyond her father’s incessant ragings about them and upon learning she was soon to be married to one of them she had discovered precious little seemed to be known of them.

They were a nomadic people, apparently, whose tribes roamed the sands of the Ghaybi from watering hole to oasis as need demanded. Fierce fighters, they attacked anyone who set foot in their deserts unless they paid tribute for safe passage and at times even were known to raid villages and even small towns near the outskirts of their barren territory, taking back loot and captives, the latter of whom were often taken by their warriors as brides. This last point apparently had been a matter of some discussion between her father and Fazli on what awaited Viena at their ultimate destination.

Before she could give further thought on that matter, Viena heard the sound of loud cries from up ahead. Leaning forward gingerly on her seat upon the camel’s back, still more than a little frightened of tumbling from her perch onto the sands below despite many long days of riding the strange creature, the young woman raised one hand to her sweaty brow to shield her hazel coloured eyes from the sun and squinted at what lay ahead.

Before the caravan, having just come into view at the crest of the latest sand dune, was a cluster of palm trees, the small patch of vegetation sticking out like the mightiest Utrusian citadel against the otherwise endlessly expanse of sand that surrounded it. It almost certainly must be Makka Point. It seems their journey was coming to an end.

It was here that Viena was to meet Razia bir Saani, the chieftainess she was to be married to.

MAKKA POINT proved to consist of three modestly sized pools of water all ringed by tall trees with little more than a couple of dozen residents who lived nestled between them in a cluster of small houses made of daub with roofs fashioned from palm leaves. The occupants of the oasis clearly survived by catering to travellers stopping to restock on water and food as they made their way through the surrounding barren desert and as they dusty caravan pulled up beside the tiny dot of habitation they were immediately descended upon by the locals, all of them from the oldest grey haired crone to the youngest barefooted child hawking various goods.

As the others had begun the work of setting up camp, Decim immediately took it upon himself to seek out whoever the leader of the small community was and ‘negotiate’ fresh provisions with them.

More out of boredom than anything else Viena had followed along, pulling her shawl lower down her head to shield herself from the still blazing sun as she did so. While it had done nothing for the heat, one advantage of her camel’s canopy had been to keep the sun off. So far she had avoided the awful sunburn that had plagued her brother and wished to continue doing so. After all, she thought ruefully, it would not do at all for her lovely skin to be marred before her wedding after all.

Negotiating turned out to be Decim standing impatiently beside Fazli as the other man had conversed heatedly with a woman of middling years whose stern face was apparent even though the thin veil that had covered the lower half of her face.

“Great Lord,” Fazli had finally said after some time, “the bir Harii asks for ten amphoras of olive oil, twenty coils of rope and the same number of bolts of cloth, fifty pounds of salt and ten pounds of silver. In return the bint Harii will allow us to refill our water casks and supply us with as much salted fish, goats’ cheese, couscous and dried fruit as we will need for our stay here and the journey back across the Ghaybi.”

“Yes yes,” Decim’s disinterest was clear. “What of some fresh fish, or at least fresh meat.”

The normally imperturbable merchant visibly blanched at this request. “There is little of that to be had in a place such as this, Great Lord.”

“Clearly they have some,” Decim nodded his head in the direction of a small herd of goats that could be seen grazing by one of the oasis’s pools.

Fazli figited, clearly uncomfortable. “The cost will be dear, Great Lord. Those are meant for milk and wool and Makka Point can only sustain so many.”

“I am not asking for them to feed the entire caravan, Fazli!” Decim barked, his hideously pink complexion turning red with agitation. “Just what it will cost for a bit of roast goat for my dinner - and yours and my sister’s of course.” He added almost as an afterthought.

Viena could not help but find the whole exchange mildly amusing, if only as a welcome distraction. Fazli turned back to Makka Point’s leader and once again began speaking rapidly to her in her native language.

“The bir Harii will provide fresh meat for your tent, Great Lord,” Fazli said, “but the cost will be five pounds of gold.”

It sounded to be an astronomical sum even to Viena who had never bothered herself much with figures and costs; that was what house slaves were for after all. Decim clearly felt so as he let loose a strangled gasp. “That is outrageous. I could buy an entire herd of goats for that price in Anens easily ten times the size of theirs!”

“We are not in Anens, Great Lord,” Fazli spread his hands helplessly.

Viena could almost see the battle waging within Decim play out upon his face, his belly clearly at odds with his fear over their father’s predictable reaction when he discovered just how much money had been spent so wastefully. She took some smug satisfaction watching. After all, in a few weeks time he would be back in Anens, feasting away at their father’s table, whereas for all she knew she was now facing a lifetime of the diet they had been subsisting on during their journey here. Just the thought was enough to kill her brief joy at her brother’s predicament.

It seemed she had not been the only one noticing Decim’s indecision, however. The leader of Maaka Point - had Fazli called her the bir Harri? - began speaking to Fazli once again.

“What did she say?” Decim immediately asked.

“The bir Harri is willing to take payment in another form if you would not part with the gold,” Fazli said slowly and Viena noted something that looked like amusement in his beady eyes.

“Oh,” Decim looked delighted, “what does she want?”

“That you spend the night under her roof,” Fazli replied, “she finds you to be very handsome and would accept an evening of passion in your arms in lieu of gold.”

For a moment Decim looked utterly gobsmacked at Fazli’s words but then he recovered and amazingly actually seemed to be considering it, clearly trying to eye what was visible of the bir Harri’s face through her veil and hooded robes. Then the older woman tipped her head back and began to laugh. It took everything Viena had not to join in when she saw the look on her brother’s face when he realised the suggestion had obviously been a joke at his expense.

In the end the demands of Decim’s belly proved to be stronger than his fear of Tibius’s disapproval and he agreed to the five pounds of gold. When they sat down to dinner later that evening in Fazli’s tent the bowl of couscous put before Viena by a pretty looking woman who was either the Ashkadite merchant’s daughter or his wife - Viena had never bothered to find out which - was laced with bits of cooked meat.

Viena could not help but noticed after her first spoonful that it did not taste particularly like goat, making her wonder if the bir Harri or perhaps even Fazli himself had cheated Decim and instead substituted camel or perhaps some even less savoury animal, but it was well spiced whatever it was. After days of having nothing to go with couscous other than fried chickpeas, and even that sparingly of late, Viena found she did not particularly care. She also once again could not help but contemplate that such simple fare was something she would have to get used to and might as well begin doing so now.

More to distract herself from that less than happy thought than anything else, Viena put down her bowl and drained her winecup, gesturing for a refill before turning to face Fazli. “Are these people one of the tribes of the Ghaybi?”

She did not really care what the answer was but Fazli was quick to provide one nevertheless. “In a way, Great Lady. The bint Harri are those who live in the Ghaybi’s oases, keeping to one place and not travelling its sands as the proper tribesmen do. I would not compare them to the bir Saani’s people when you meet her however as it may cause offence.”

“Oh, why?” Venia asked as her winecup was refilled and then took a long sip. Was wine to be found among the tribes of the Ghaybi or was that yet another thing she would have to do without?

“The bint Saani like all tribes of the desert consider themselves first and foremost to be warriors,” Fazli replied in his irritatingly sugary tone, raising his own winecup up to be filled also. “The tending of goats, the catching of fish, and other such work as the bint Harri engage in is considered to be beneath them and fit only for slaves to do.”

“Warriors who are led by a woman,” Decim quipped as he paused from wolfing down his own bowl of couscous.

“It is unusual, even among the tribes of the Ghaybi,” Fazli conceded, “but not unheard of. No one assumes leadership in the desert without the trial of combat. When a tribe’s chieftain dies, those who would replace him face one another in a fight to the death, with the honour going to the one surviving victor. Anyone can step forward, women included. Razia bir Saani did so when the last bir Saani died some years ago and defeated all challengers.”

Viena paused for a moment. “What is she like? Razia bir Saani, I mean.”

Decim actually looked up from his meal at her question and waited for Fazli’s answer with some interest.

A considering look appeared on the merchant’s face. “She is a great warrior in her own right, as you might presume given what I have just said. She is also cunning as a fox. The bint Saani have prospered under her rule and she can boast of vast herds of goats and camels and much other wealth that she has plundered or taken as tribute over the years.” Fazli’s dark eyes glinted almost tauntingly before going on. “I have treated with her on several occasions and you will likely be pleased to know, Great Lady, that I can attest she is quite beautiful.”

At that Decim actually chortled slightly and Viena suppressed an irritated huff. As much as she told herself she did not remotely care if Razia bir Saani was the literal reincarnation of Lustra the Goddess of Love herself, a part of her was actually a little pleased by what Fazli had just said.

Surprisingly, Viena had found the fact that she was to be married to another woman was the least displeasing aspect of the fate she had been consigned to. If anything it simply left her curious. Such things were not exactly unheard of in Utrusian culture, but Viena had never given much thought to such matters. As a noblewoman she was supposed to remain chaste and pure until her wedding day, and even after it the expectation was that she would simply lie back and allow her husband to diligently rut her so she would produce child after child as demanded. That was the duty of all women of a noble family. Pleasure itself was something men were assumed to find elsewhere and noblewomen not at all.

“I am curious as to what exactly Razia bir Saani will get from this deal you have cooked up, Fazli?” Decim said as he tossed his empty bowl to the ground and reached for the plate of figs sitting in the centre of the simple carpet they were all sitting upon.

“You mean beside the wondrous beauty of your fair sister, Great Lord?” Fazli answered with his customary simpering smile. “The taking of a bride is a great honour for any warrior of the Ghaybi, the higher the standing of the woman taken the greater the honour. And all know that no one stands higher on this earth than your empire, mightier even than the one of the Great Conquerer himself whose descendants your own father now rules in the name of your Emperor. To take the daughter of such a man as a bride would be an honour no chieftain of the desert has ever attained.”

“I see,” Decim said, still not looking completely satisfied. “So that is all she wants? Honour?”

Fazli simply spread his hands. “There is a saying among the people here that I quite like. The wind blows the sand and the sand eventually covers all. Sumuabu, the first King of Kings, built an empire on this continent that lasted centuries, but eventually it fell. Meneson the Great Conquerer built an even mightier one and yet within only a few years of his death it fell. So too shall the same fate befall Utrusia I imagine. The sand was there before all of this and the sand shall remain afterwards, all that matters is what is now.”

Decim blinked at this, clearly baffled, but Viena thought she had an inkling of what the willy merchant meant.

Before anyone could speak further Fazli suddenly stiffened and his eyes fastened on something unseen. Curious, Viena twisted her head around.

Through the entrance of the tent a pair of horsemen could be seen standing upon a sand dune beyond the perimeter of the camp. It was hard to make out much of them at this distance, especially silhouetted as they were against the setting sun, but they seemed to be dressed in the flowing robes customary for travellers of the desert, their heads wrapped in turbans and their faces covered by heavy veils meant to guard against the sand filled winds.

Fazli immediately barked something in his native tongue to a group of his men seated around a campfire outside the tent eating their own dinner. Several of them immediately sprang to their feet and bowed before running off towards the tackline where their horses were secured and untied them before springing into the saddle.

“Is something wrong?” Decim’s eyes narrowed as he too noticed what was happening.

“Likely nothing to concern you, Great Lord,” Fazli said casually as his riders rode out past the soldiers dutifully patrolling around the edges of the camp. “I imagine these are only scouts of the bir Saani meant to confirm our arrival and report it back to her.”

“I am not certain why the alarm on your part then?” Decim said, clearly not satisfied with Fazli’s answer. “I thought this whole business was all just for show?”

“When a bride taking has been negotiated in advance you are correct, Great Lord, that the proceedings themselves are merely ceremonial,” Fazli physically relaxed, though his eyes remained on the pair of horsemen upon the dune. “Still, it is always wise to be cautious. There are other tribes who roam this area other than the bint Saani.

“Wait, there are tribes not ruled by Razia bir Saani?” Viena asked in confusion.

“She rules the bint Saani but they are one tribe among the many found in the Ghaybi.” Fazli said cautiously, sensing the growing tension in the tent.

“You mean to tell me,” Viena said in an icy voice, shooting a pointed glare at Decim, “that even after all of this the only thing that will be achieved is peace with the bint Saani or whatever Razia’s tribe calls themselves? I thought the whole point of this farce was to ensure safe passage through the Ghaybi and now you are telling me that is not in fact the case?”

“That was also my understanding,” Decim said, a hard edge appearing in his own voice. “It was certainly the one you left my father with.”

“The bint Saani are the mightest tribe in the Ghaybi,” Fazli said placatingly, “but the desert has no sole ruler. However, the only thing prized higher than water here is blood and once Razia bir Saani takes your sister as a bride, Great Lord, that is what you and your esteemed father shall be to her. Any attack by another tribe upon a caravan she has granted her protection to would be the same as an attack upon her person in her eyes and an affront to her honour that could not go unanswered. I cannot imagine even the most daring of tribes would risk her wrath by committing such a grave offence. Your father’s trade routes will be safe, I assure you. I am simply being cautious.”

With that Fazli gave a clearly fake yawn and stretched his shoulders. “The sun will soon be fully set so I suggest that you retire for the evening to your tents. You are more than acquainted by now with how cold it becomes once night is upon us.”

That much was true. Viena had been shocked that as blisteringly hot as the desert was during the day at night it became practically freezing.

Decim chose to escort her to her tent before seeking out his own, shooting furious glances over his shoulder towards the one they had just departed as they went. “I told father not to trust that conniving eel. If he was not telling the truth just now and this unseemly business comes to nothing I will personally see to it that he is unable to ply his trade in a single city along the Hyllencene coast.”

“Yes, I cannot imagine how you will live with the disappointment should my sacrifice be in vain.” Viena did not even bother trying to keep the bitterness out of her voice.

When Decim turned his eyes towards her they were not at all unkind. “Father demands much of all of us.”

“Yes brother,” Viena glared back at him. Decim’s pity did her no good and she had no use for it. “And I am sure the burdens he asks of you make my own pale in comparison.”

For a few minutes more they walked in silence, then Decim said lightly, “you might want to consider the advantages to what faces you.”

“Advantages!” Viena scoffed, her frustrations finally boiling over. “What advantages? To be traded off to some coarse barbarian warlord so I can live a lifetime in this desert wasteland with its eternal heat and coarse sands my constant companions?”

“At least you’re out of it,” the bitterness in Decim’s voice suddenly rivalled her own. “Free from father’s endlessly ambitions. Do you think he will be satisfied with a provincial governorship? It will be a military command next, hopefully one that springboards him into a seat in the Senate, for all that useless body of old matrons counts for anything these days. And to that end he has tied himself to the new Emperor, and us with him. You may not have noticed but that title changes hands with alarming regularity these days and when it does again the next holder of it may not be well inclined towards father for the role he played in helping install the current one. You may find that being the pampered concubine of a wealthy warlord, even a barbarian one, is a preferable fate compared to the one that will face us.”

Viena was spared from having to answer by their arrival at her tent. Decim wordlessly nodded goodbye and walked off towards his own. Viena watched him go. While it did not necessarily make her feel any better about her own situation she could at least understand where her brother was coming from. She had never given it much consideration before but Decim was right that at the very least she and her sister only had one duty to be fulfilled for their father which was to marry as he demanded. Decim was tied to him and whatever cost was demanded of his ambitions forever, or at least the death of one or both of them.

For reasons she could not explain, Viena looked away and instead turned her gaze towards the far dune. The sun had now almost fully set but the faint illumination it still provided left the pair of riders barely visible. By astonishing coincidence, after only a few moments the riders spurred their horses around and disappeared over the horizon. For a moment Viena wondered whether they were heading back that very moment to inform Razia bir Saani of their presence or if it was to bring the same tidings to some other desert chieftain.

To her immense surprise, thinking of the other woman made Viena suddenly curious about who she was. She honestly had not given much thought on it till now. Her father had commanded that she was to marry Razia and as a dutiful daughter that was what she would do, anything beyond that had not seemed important.

Only now, faced with the likelihood that tomorrow would finally be the fateful day and the realisation that she would be spending the rest of her life with Razia, the question suddenly seemed very important to Viena.

Entering her tent, Viena shooed away the pair of slave women who had been selected by Tibius to accompany her during the caravan’s journey and see to her needs, wanting to be alone with her thoughts. She barely noticed when she began pacing within the confines of the tent, so caught up with them was she.

Viena suddenly wished she had taken the opportunity to learn more from Fazli during their earlier conversation over dinner. What the wily merchant had revealed about Razia seemed pitifully little. A skilled and cunning warrior who led a powerful and wealthy desert tribe.

Also a quite beautiful one, by Fazli’s account, Viena also had to concede. Though she wondered just in what way. She somehow doubted Razia’s beauty would be like that of Utrusian ladies such as herself, soft skin decorated with powders and creams with perfumed, flowing long hair, and curvaceous bodies cloaked in linen and silks. It somehow did not match with what little she had been told of the other woman.

Halting, Viena closed her eyes and on impulse tried to picture Razia. An image sprang to her mind of a tall and imposing figure, body toned and taut from countless battles but with the feline grace of a leopard or some other exotic cat of prey. Her face hidden underneath the turban and veil that seemed to be favoured by the desert folk, but still showing eyes that were piercing and stern, even a touch cruel.

Suddenly Viena let out a surprised gasp as she realised her entire body was tingling in a way it never had before, her skin somehow both hot but also breaking out in goosebumps at the same time. Had she just grown aroused from the image of Razia she had just conjured up in her mind? Judging by how her nipples seemed to have grown hard and the wet aching feeling that had begun between her legs in her vagina it seemed undeniable that she had. It was something new to the young woman that she found confusing and more than a little frightening.

But the confusion that flooded her mind did not seem to be shared by Viena’s body. Her hands suddenly were twitching with a mad urge to reach down underneath her tunic and touch her suddenly hot cunt; to run her fingers through the newly wet folds within. She did not, however, balling up her dainty little hands into fists to resist the temptation. She may be marrying a foreigner, but she was still a noblewoman of Utrusian and would go to her wedding chaste and untouched as tradition demanded she should.

But as Viena slipped off her tunic and climbed underneath the blankets arranged over the straw pallet that served as her bed, the urge to touch herself did not abate. Indeed, it only grew stronger as she closed her eyes and the image of Razia once again appeared before them, her figure growing taller and more imposing and her eyes colder and crueller for some reason.

Morning suddenly seemed to be awfully far off.


Chapter Two: The Taking of a Bride

VIENA AWOKE WITH the morning sunrise, its light spilling into her tent through the thin gap left by the flaps of canvas covering its entrance.

Rising from her bed, she was greeted by her slave women along with a bowl of stewed lentils and a cup of mint tea for her breakfast. She polished off both quickly and then seated herself on a stool of roughly cut wood before a mirror and allowed the two slaves to begin preparing her for the day.

As one woman began brushing her long, blonde hair and then binding it up in a series of braids at the back of her head and the other busied herself applying creams and powders to her face, Viena stared at her own reflection in the reflective glass. Being something of a vain woman, she knew her heart shaped face was comely, with large grey eyes and a cute, cupid shaped mouth whose lips had a naturally pouty look to them. Her body had the fair skin common among the residents of Utrusia’s hilly northern interior unlike the more olive toned colouring that was common among its more southerly inhabitants who resided on the coastline of the twin peninsulas of her homeland.

Hair and makeup done, Viena rose to her feet and allowed the serving women to wipe down her body in a quick sponge bath. Water was precious in the desert and even this crude form of washing had been done without for most of the journey to Maaka Point and the young woman relished the feeling of the rough sponges removing the dust and sweat from her body.

She continued to look upon her reflection as this went on. Viena had the lush, curvaceous body immortalised in numerous marble statues and frescos of goddesses and great beauties of antiquity. She had large, prominent breasts that hung heavily on her chest that were capped with elongated puffy nipples and wide hips and a plump, round bum. The kind of body any Utrusian man would find attractive.

But would Razia find her to be attractive? It was a surprising thought, one Viena had not given much consideration to before, but once it slid into her mind it stubbornly refused to be dislodged. She knew next to nothing about Razia and little more about the nomadic tribes of the Ghaybi desert. Would she be considered desirable to the eyes of someone raised in such a desolate, hard land? Or would she be dismissed as soft and weak?

Viena found herself imagining Razia standing before her as she had pictured her the other night, tall and domineering with cold, cruel eyes that seemed to look through her into her very soul. A shiver ran down her spine at the thought.

Suddenly, Viena was aware that her skin felt so very hot in sharp contrast to the cool, soapy sponges still gliding across her body as her slave women finished washing her. What had come over her? She was a noblewoman of Utrusia, by the Gods! Virtuous and chaste. And here she was acting like some base commoner!

“Enough,” Viena snapped at the attending women, her irritation with herself spilling over into her voice. “Help me dress. It is unbearably stuffy in here and I wish for some air.”

The second her jewellery, a pair of gold earrings with red rubies and a matching necklace and set of armbands, and a fresh tunic was draped over her body, Viena snatched up a linen shawl and all but stalked out of her tent. The camp outside was already bustling with activity despite the early hour but Viena paid it no heed, she felt a sudden urge to be alone.

The sun was already blazing down from the sky, so Viena draped her shawl over her head to shield herself from its rays and began walking. The direction was chosen almost at random but it hardly mattered, as her sandalled feet padded across the sandy ground beneath them within minutes she found herself at the perimeter of the campsite.

She passed a pair of Utrusian soldiers standing sentry, the skin of their faces underneath their iron helmets burned and red from the heat, who snapped to attention when they saw her but made no attempt to stop her as she walked past. The open, exposed sands that ringed the camp and small oasis that was Maaka Point made it all but impossible that an enemy could come upon them without giving ample warning so Viena would be reasonably safe so long as she did not venture far.

After putting several yards of distance between herself and the encampment Viena stopped and let out a frustrated breath. As dearly as she had wanted to be alone just moments before, she was now regretting it as she realised she now had nothing to distract herself from the thoughts still plaguing her mind concerning Razia.

It was all so confusing. The fact she seemed to be attracted to Razia despite her being another woman was unexpected but not entirely beyond comprehension. Despite her cloistered upbringing, Venia knew such things did occur even if they normally would never be countenanced by a noblewoman of a prominent family such as herself. Far more shocking seemed to be the manner in which she found herself fantasising about the other woman, the way she kept picturing her in her mind. Tall, stern, and cruel. Why was she finding this image of her so attractive?

For the first time in her life, Viena found herself cursing her innocence. Tibius had divorced her mother when she had been young, an easy thing for an Utrusian nobleman to do, so he could subsequently remarry again and obtain a fresh dowry to line his purse - an act he had done several times over the years - and as custom dictated she had had no contact with her since, but the slave woman assigned to be her nanny had given her the rudimentary education all young noblewomen received on the nature of marriage and what a man and women did with one another when they entered into such a union. It had been light on the details, however, and not even touched on the concept of pleasure - the last part being something not even considered in regards to what a noblewoman could expect from her marriage.

Out of the corner of her eye, Viena saw something odd and with some relief she seized upon the potential distraction.

It was a small pool of a strange black substance that seemed to be welling up out of the sand, small bubbles occasionally appearing on the surface of it only to burst. It gave off a sour, acrid smell that made Viena wrinkle her nose and she idly wondered what this strange thing was.

Hearing padding feet, Viena looked up and saw the small figure of Fazli approaching, flanked by a pair of his men.

“Oh, Great Lady,” Fazli said when he noticed her hear his approach. “I had not expected to find you here.”

“I wished to go for a walk and take some air on my own,” Viena said cooly. She was not exactly happy to see the wily merchant but he did offer yet another opportunity for distraction. “I came across this,” she gestured at the strange black pool, “do you know what it is?”

“It is an oil well, Great Lady,” Fazli replied, stroking his little chin beard consideringly. “One of my men who I sent out to scout last evening came across it on his way back and I had hoped to harvest some for my caravan. Do you object?”

Viena shrugged her shoulders and watched with some interest as Fazli’s men set up a strange kind of sieve above an amphora beside the well and began shovelling oil drenched sand into it. Small droplets of the black liquid began dripping out into the amphora below. “Are there many of these wells here in the Ghaybi?” She had never given much thought to just where the oil used to light her household’s lamps and ovens and water boilers came from before and was a little curious to learn more, if only to keep her mind off of other matters.

“Many,” Fazli answered. “They dot the sands like fleas upon a camel, welling up from the depths below. The ground underneath seems to have much of it and for reasons only the Gods know in certain places it makes its way to the surface without warning. Some merchants travel exclusively through the desert seeking such places out and even I always stop when I can to harvest oil when I encounter one.”

“Will you sell it back in Anens when you return?” Viena went on, watching as Fazli’s men began shovelling out the drying sand and adding a new freshly wet batch.

“Likely not,” Fazli replied. “The best price can be found in Ashkad. The temples of that city have a constant hunger for oil as they use it to maintain their holy pyres, those dedicated to their deity Solara, the Sun Goddess, most of all.”

Viena was not familiar with the pantheon of the southern gods, though she understood it differed from her people’s own, and she would have inquired further but motion on the far horizon caught her eye. At first narrowing her eyes against the blinding light of the sun, they then went wide when she saw the outline of horsemen appearing atop a far dune.

Fazli also noticed and stiffened. “Great Lady, it is best that we return to the camp. Unless I am mistaken, your presence will be needed.”

Viena said nothing, simply looking upon the far dune as more and more horsemen appeared and joined the first few. Soon there was a vast line of them, looking to be many riders deep, stretched across the horizon and it began to sink in what this meant.

Razia bir Saani had come.

THE CAMP WAS in a minor state of pandemonium when they returned. Fazli’s people were scurrying about in what was perhaps not a state of panic but could at least be described as frantic determination, securing away their goods and supplies inside of their tents outside of harm's way even as any lingering residents of Maaka Point appeared to be quickly making themselves scarce from the vicinity.

For their part, the Utrusian soldiers seemed paralyzed with indecision over what exactly they should do, their deep instilled discipline and training that was telling them they should be forming up to meet a potential attack conflicting with the knowledge that this was not precisely what was to come.

Decim was found near the centre of the camp shouting orders. Spying Viena both irritation and relief flashed across his face. “Viena where have you been? I went by your tent as soon as the sentries announced what they had seen but the slaves only told me you had gone off somewhere by yourself. How could you have disappeared like that?”

Viena bristled a little at his words but before she could respond Decim turned his attention to Fazli. “So, is this Razia bir Saani at last or should we be preparing for an attack?”

“It is most certainly the former, Great Lord,” Fazli said conciliatory. “Were it some tribe other than the bint Saani they would not have paused as they have to give you time to prepare and they would be coming at you from all sides at once and not bunched together as they are now in one group.”

That relieved Decim slightly but then indecision appeared on his face. “So…what do we do now?”

“Nothing, Great Lord, aside from making certain your men understand they should stand down and not be provoked. As I have told you, a bride taking is mostly ceremonial in circumstances such as this but misunderstandings can always occur. If you have any valuables I would advise you to see they are secured. It is not unheard of for warriors to sometimes help themselves to anything left lying around in the open on occasions such as this.”

“Right,” Decim huffed, clearly trying to look more certain of himself than he felt. “Would you see my sister to her tent?”

“Of course, Great Lord,” Fazli bowed sycophantically, “it will be done.”

Viena simply rolled her eyes and walked off, Fazli trailing at her heels like a dog. It was hardly as if she needed an escort.

Arriving at her destination Viena found the entrance to her tent guarded by a pair of soldiers who banged their spears against their oval shields in salute even as they looked nervously towards the horizon. She shielded her eyes from the sun and again looked upon the dune Razia’s warriors were assembled upon. She was still not close enough to make out many details but she saw the tribesmen now numbered in what looked to be the hundreds, all swathed in desert robes and turbans and veils. Sunlight gleamed on the polished iron of scimitars and spearheads and other weapons.

“What are they waiting for?” Viena asked, her mouth growing dry as she realised what was soon to begin, even as to her shock she felt other parts of herself begin to feel very much the opposite.

“The bir Saani likely wishes to give your people time to prepare,” Fazli answered. “She will have brought only her most trusted and experienced warriors with her, to ensure matters do not get out of hand, so I assure you Great Lady things will go smoothly once they commence.”

“I see. What exactly shall be expected of me?”

“That is very much up to you, Great Lady. Some brides are known simply to climb atop their warrior’s mount and ride off with them and that is that. Others prefer to give more of a show and fight tooth and nail like lionesses so the warrior must prove their worth before all assembled by carrying them off. You will likely get some idea what the bir Saani would prefer when you come face to face with her, but she will of course acquiesce to the course you chose should you make it clear. Tradition is very strict on that matter.”

“How generous of her,” Viena said with only the slightest bit of sarcasm.

Fazli appeared to pick up on it, however, and shuffled nervously for a moment. “Great Lady, may I say something?”

“I cannot stop you,” Viena replied, eyes still looking upon the rippling line of horsemen upon the dune.

“I sense you are less than enthused by the prospect of marriage to the bir Saani.”

“Whatever gave you that impression?” Viena said coldly.

Fazli seemed undeterred by her tone. “I understand how a noblewoman of your vast empire might look upon such a union, but I suggest you should try to keep an open mind. You may be surprised by the bir Saani when you meet her. I do not claim to know her well, but she is a compelling woman from what I have seen of her.”

Viena paused for a moment before temptation overcame her. “Do you think she…will like me?”

“I think she will, Great Lady,” Fazli’s voice had none of its usual sycophantry in it when he answered. “From what I have seen of you I think you will present a challenge to her and the bir Saani…likes a challenge.”

What he said was confusing and Viena would have liked to press him further but at the next moment a mighty cry rang out across the desert. Upon the horizon the assembled horsemen raised their weapons, the sun flashing across them almost blindingly for an instant, and then in a wave they began galloping down the dune towards the camp. The desert air was filled with the sound of shrill whoops and fierce war cries as they galloped onwards, the sand being kicked up by their horses hooves and billowing up into the air.

“I must go and secure my tent,” Fazli said quickly. “Please, Great Lady, reflect upon my words.”

With that Fazli scurried off. Viena barely noticed, eyes glued to the oncoming mass of riders tearing down the dune towards the camp. Despite knowing it was all for show, the young woman felt her heart begin to thump ever faster as they drew closer by the second, their war cries only growing louder.

As the wave of horsemen reached the edge of the camp it parted as riders guided their horses between the gaps between the tents and flooded into the interior. The Utrusian soldiers bunched themselves together into small groups, instinctively standing back to back and raising their shields before them as the horsemen began circling around them, screaming aloud as if in a battle rage. Some instinctively probed ahead with their spears as if to ward the riders off and the clash of iron against iron joined the war cries as the Ghaybi nomads struck out with scimitars and battle axes, though none of their blows seemed aimed at the soldiers themselves and instead only batted away at the speartips aimed towards them.

And then a rider shot out from the writhing mass of men and horses, galloping towards Venia’s tent. The horse was a mighty looking stallion, pure white, and the figure upon its back was tall yet slender and unmistakably that of a woman.

Razia bir Saani.

Viena watched with baited breath as the woman drew closer, the distance growing less by the second, expertly guiding her horse around scurrying figures with one hand as the other whirled a curved scimitar through the air. As she drew nearer she let out a shrill whoop. Her face was covered by a turban of black cloth and a gossamer like veil that billowed behind her in the air and as she came closer Viena saw she wore only a only a studded leather vest that left her arms and good deal of her midriff bare along with opaque, loose pantaloons through which the hint of toned, long legs could be glimpsed. The sight made the young woman’s entire body tingle and grow warm as she stared mesmerised.

As the woman who must be Razia drew closer, one of the soldiers instinctively stepped forward and set himself between Viena and the oncoming rider. Razia came on undeterred and at the last moment spurred her horse and pulled with the reins so it reared up and kicked out with its front hooves. The soldier luckily took their blows upon his shield but the force sent him staggering back and he lost his footing and fell to the ground with a crash.

The sudden onslaught shook Viena out from the strange trance that had come over her and suddenly she was furious with herself. She was a noblewoman of Utrusia and here she was almost swooning before some desert barbarian over them riding a horse! It was unseemly. She made herself turn around dismissively and walk into her tent.

Inside she found her two slave women cowering. “Domina,” one of them said, “what are we to do?”

“Nothing,” Viena said, schooling her voice into its most haughty dismissive tone and seating herself upon her stool so she was positioned to face the entrance to the tent. “I imagine this shall all be over shortly. Calm yourselves, you bring shame upon me by shaking like a pair of leaves, I promise no harm shall come to you.”

The remaining soldier had placed himself at the entrance to the tent, barring admittance. A valiant gesture, Viena supposed, if a pointless one. Despite herself, she found herself trying to peer past him and see what it was that Razia would do now.

The nomad chieftain was pacing her horse back and forth before the tent, dark eyes gleaming predatorily as she sized up what was before her. For a brief moment they met Viena’s eyes and the young woman felt her heart jump at the hot look that she saw in them. She fought when everything she had to keep any sign of her reaction from her face, instead trying to project an air of cool disdain.

Then Razia gave a wild cry and spurred her horse forward at the soldier. Her scimitar, gleaming in the sunlight, cut through the air in a series of dizzying slashes and thrusts. The man instinctively parried with his spear, catching the blade on the shaft, but Razia was relentless, striking again and again, and one blow sent it spinning from his hand. The soldier went to draw the short sword hanging from his belt, but in doing so left himself open and Razia leapt from her saddle and landed nimbly on her feet to strike with her scimitar at the man’s helmet. It was with the flat of the blade but the impact was enough to leave him dazed and the veiled woman shoved him aside and stepped into the interior of the tent.

“It seems I shall be leaving now,” Viena said simply to her slave women, beginning to rise from her seat. “Please help me gather my -”

She was cut off as Razia closed the distance and grabbed her roughly by the arm, dragging her fully to her feet. Viena was suddenly very conscious of the feeling of the other woman’s rough, strong hand just below her shoulder and how a delicious shiver ran down her spine in reaction to the touch. With difficulty she kept any sign of it from showing in her face and glared back at the other woman defiantly.

A hot look appeared in Razia’s eyes from behind her veil and she pulled Viena insistently towards the tent.

The young woman tried to resist. “In a moment, first allow me to get my things.”

Razia’s eyes darkened and she pulled even more roughly. Viena almost lost her balance and one of her feet caught itself clumsily on the hem of her tunic and a ripping sound filled the air.

Looking down Viena’s eyes narrowed in anger when she saw a long tear down the bottom of her tunic. “Look what you’ve done!”

Without thinking her hand came up and slapped itself across Razia’s face. The woman might have been made from stone for all the impact it seemed to have but the hot look in her eyes only grew. Letting loose an actual growl the woman’s other hand shot out and Viena felt herself being shoved back so she completely lost her footing and fell to the ground in a heap with a squawk.

Before Viena could react Razia pounced upon her, arms grabbing her firmly and twisting her around so she was on her stomach and she could straddle her waist, strong legs gipping her by the hips.

“What are you doing?” Viena protested, wiggling underneath the other woman. “Unhand me this instant!”

Razia only laughed tauntingly and grabbed Viena’s hands, bringing them around so they were crossed at the small of her back. The young woman bucked and fought, trying to throw the other woman off of her, but Razia was too strong and maintained her position on top of her with ease.

Then Viena felt something being looped around her wrists and she twisted her head to look behind her and saw Razia was knotting a length of rope around her hands, binding them firmly in place. Seconds later she found herself bound helplessly.

Tugging at the rope knotted around her wrists, Viena found practically no give to it and glared up at Razia in furious indignation. The nomad warrior simply looked down at her for a moment with the same, intense, hot look in her eyes as before, and through the thin gossamer material of her veil Viena could see her lips had curled up in a satisfied smile. Then the other woman rose to her feet and picked Viena up by the hips, tossing her over her shoulder with ease as if she was little more than a bag of wheat.

As Razia strode towards the entrance of the tent, Viena wiggled futilely and actually kicked her knees into the other woman’s shoulder. “My things!” She again protested weakly, unable to think of anything else to say.

Neither her words or her actions had any effect upon Razia, who carried her out of the tent into camp beyond. From what Viena could see it was still utter chaos, horsemen galloping too and fro at will and the air filled with the sound of war cries and the clang of weapon against weapon. Razia’s horse was waiting obediently nearby, and the woman placed her feet in one of the stirrups and hoisted herself up into the saddle before draping Viena across her lap.

The young woman’s face burnt with humiliation at how she must look, trussed up like some looted prize of war. Which in a way was exactly what she was, she realised. Despite her embarrassment she was also aware of something that felt suspiciously like excitement growing within her body at the rough, domineering treatment she was receiving at Razia’s hands. The realisation shocked her. Viena could not begin to understand how it could be, but it seemed she was actually growing a little aroused by what had just occurred.

Razia once again drew her scimitar and hoisted it aloft in the air as she shouted out something in her native tongue. Viena had half heartedly been trying to learn the language since the fateful day she had learned she was to be married to the other woman but truthfully had only picked up a few simple words and phrases and was totally in the dark as to what was being said.

Whatever it was, Razia sheathed her blade and took the reins of her horse firmly in one hand before spurring her stallion forward, gripping Viena by her hip with the other. As she rode forward her fellow tribesmen began peeling off and filing in behind her and within minutes they were rushing out of the camp, horses galloping back up the sandy dune from which they had originally come.

Viena craned her head around watched as the camp grew smaller and receded from view and then disappeared entirely as it slipped behind the crest of the dune. Her heart rate elevated as the finality of it began to sink in.

At least the bride taking itself was over. Shifting on Razia’s lap, she looked up at the other woman. “Now that that is finished can I please -”

SLAP!

Stinging pain ran through her bum as Razia lifted one hand and slapped it down on one cheek. “Silence!”

Viena hissed from the pain but her eyes widened in surprise. “You speak Utrusian?”

SLAP!

A squeak flew from her lips as Razia spanked her again. “I said silence! You are not to speak until we reach our destination. That is the custom. If you continue to do so, I will gag you.”

Viena was only half listened, suddenly aware that even as her bum continued to ache from the pair of slaps upon it a flutter of the most delicious pleasure had gone through her cunt in response. What was the meaning of that? Had she just enjoyed Razia spanking her upon her bottom? It made absolutely no sense to the girl but the truth of it seemed undeniable at the same time.

And then Viena felt Razia’s free hand settle upon her bottom, lightly cupping it through the material of her tunic. Her fingers began massaging the flesh she had just spanked, soothing the lingering soreness. Viena suppressed a whimper at her touch, feeling another flutter of pleasure run through her pussy in response.

“What a lovely set of hindquarters you have, my sweet filly,” Razia said. Apparently custom did not bar her from speaking. “So plump and round yet also soft. Truly I think I have never seen a finer set.”

Viena bristled a little at the description Razia had just applied to her, but then she squealed and immediately forgot her irritation as she felt the other woman’s hand slide down her bottom to begin lightly tracing itself over her upper thighs.  “And what fine legs. So subtle and long. I shall so enjoy exploring them. But that will have to come later.”

The pleasure in her vagina only seemed to build higher as Razia continued running her fingers over Viena’s thighs. They seemed to be burning her skin even through the fabric of her tunic. And that wasn’t the only thing burning. Viena was keenly aware that her pussy felt incredibly hot in a way it never had before.

As lovely as the light caresses on her legs felt, however, it only seemed to make the young woman begin to wonder how those skillful fingers would feel upon her sex. The thought was suddenly all she could think of. What would it feel like to finally be touched there? Frustratingly, Razia was showing no indication of doing so, seemingly content to continue running her hand across her legs in a teasingly light fashion.

Without thinking, Viena tried to rock her hips downward, instinctively trying to grind herself against Razia’s knees. The other woman noticed what she was trying to do however and her hand immediately went to the girl’s hip and gripped it firmly. “None of that. My my, what a wild thing you are. So spirited. I admit this is a surprise, but a pleasing one. I shall so enjoy seeing you properly tamed.”

Viena continued to wiggle briefly, but Razia’s hand only tightened its grip on her hip, thwarting her efforts and after a moment she ceased. Razia gave a taunting chuckle at this and Viena could only lie across her lap and fume over it, trying to ignore the frustrated ache in her cunt.

Razia said nothing else to Viena as she continued to guide her horse across the desert, occasionally crying out to her fellow tribesmen in her native tongue. Her free hand continued to teasingly run itself over the bound woman, however, fingers caressing themselves over her legs or rubbing and kneading at her bum. The touch remained infuriatingly light and teasing and Viena continued to suppress the urge to moan, not wanting to give the other woman the satisfaction of seeing her reaction, even as her body began to tingle for her efforts.

The occasional cry could be heard from the surrounding riders which to Viena’s ear sounded lewd and her cheeks grew hot at how Razia was so openly groping her before her warriors. Her body, however, did not seem to care at all. If anything it wanted the other woman to go further, a burning desire filling it for Razia to touch her bare skin, her now very wet cunt most of all. Instead Razia continued to subject her to only the lightest and faintest of caresses, clearly deliberately teasing her.

So caught up was she in Razia’s lewd game, Viena did not notice at first when the path they were riding along began to slope downward and she blinked in surprise when she realised they had begun to ride down some kind of rocky chasm, jagged rock cliffs rising up to either side. A few moments later they passed through this rocky pathway and Viena’s eyes went wide as the sandy, dirt ground underneath turned to patchy grass.

Razia reined up her horse and to her relief Viena felt the ropes binding her wrists loosen. Strong hands gripped her waist and lifted her up off of Razia’s lap as the other woman lowered her gently to the ground.

As the nomad chieftainess climbed down off of her horse to join her, Viena looked around to try and gather her bearings. What she saw surprised her. They seemed to have entered some kind of valley with steep cliff walls on both sides. The area was green and vibrant, with tall palm trees lining a large lagoon of crystal blue water that seemed to feed the ample vegetation surrounding them.

And the signs of life went beyond that. The valley was dotted with clusters of tents that seemed to number in the hundreds, if not thousands. Already people were swarming forward to meet the new arrivals, greeting the dismounting warriors. There were crudely fenced in pens of goats and sheep and horses everywhere.

“What is this place?” Vienna could not help but ask as the air filled with babbling of the Ghaybi tribesmen’s foreign tongue and people pressed in around them.

“One of our many refuges,” Razia answered. “We have many of them scattered throughout our territory and travel from one to the other as the forage for our herds dictates. This is the largest however and is used for times of great importance. Every band of the bint Saani has gathered here for the occasion.”

“It is beautiful,” Viena said genuinely. She then caught herself and made her voice go cool again. “Compared to the rest of the Ghaybi at least.”

Razia said nothing and her hands went to her turban, unwrapping the black cloth from around her head. Long braids of black hair fell down and cascaded down her back and she then removed her veil.

Viena almost gasped aloud when she saw the other woman’s face fully for the first time. Razia could perhaps be described more as striking than classically beautiful, with sharp, angular features and a prominent set of cheek bones that went well with her dark, coal-like eyes. Her full lips quirked up in a smug smile as she clearly caught Viena’s reaction.

Clapping her hands together, Razia gestured to a group of women who stepped forward. “These shall attend to you and help you prepare. There will be a wedding feast later and then the ceremony itself which will take place at sunset. Until then I bid you goodbye, Viena Aueius.”

Viena could feel the other woman’s eyes on her as she walked away with the cluster of women, chatting among themselves in their native tongue; it almost felt as if their gaze was burning into her back. She had to concede that so far both Razia and her people had surprised her. There was more to both than she had initially assumed.

Part of her could not help but wonder what else lay ahead for her to discover.


Chapter Three: Promises of Passion

VIENA WAS LED to a small alcove in the valley’s lagoon, sheltered from view by the many tall palm trees.

A thrill of delight ran down her back at the sight of the crystal clear water. It looked so inviting. She had not had a proper bath since leaving Anens and with water being so precious there had been little of it available for washing. The thought of immersing her entire body into the cool water and properly being able to wipe the sweat and dust and sand that had accumulated over the long days of travelling was irresistible.

Immediately, Viena’s hands flew to the broaches holding together her tunic and began unclipping them. As she pulled her tunic from her body and dropped it to the ground below, her ears picked up the sound of giggling and she was suddenly aware that the clutch of nomad women were eyeing her now naked body as they spoke to one another in their own language. Unable to understand what they were saying, a flash of irritation shot through her.

It must have shown on her face because one of the women, a middling aged one whose black hair was streaked with grey with an admittedly still striking face, stepped forward and turned to face the others. They immediately went silent at the stern look she gave them.

“Remember the bir Saani’s orders. We speak the Great Lady’s language in her presence until she is comfortable conversing in ours.”

Turning to face Viena, the woman bowed before her. “Apologies, Great Lady, they mean no offence. You are quite beautiful, especially your golden hair. It is rare among our people and they find it to be intriguing.”

Viena let out a breath and tried to banish the irritation that had been bubbling up inside of her. What the other woman was saying was not unreasonable. It was not as if she had not been surprisingly fascinated by some of the things she had recently discovered about the bint Saani and their unexpectedly alluring leader.

Feeling her cheeks begin to grow hot and threaten to blush at the thought of Razia, Viena focused her attention on the woman before her. “You speak Utrusian?”

“Yes, Great Lady,” the older woman inclined her head respectfully, “we all were selected because of our fluency in it. My name is Afah and if you will permit it is a great honour to serve as handmaiden to the soon to be wife of the bir Saani.”

“Thank you,” Viena said, turning back towards the water of the lagoon, “if I could ask for your assistance I wish to bathe now. And please stop with this ‘Great Lady’ business. You may refer to me as Domina, that is the title a servant uses towards her mistress among my people.”

“As you command, Gre - er Domina,” Afah said.

Afah and two of her fellows quickly stripped off their own clothes and followed after Viena as she waded into the waters of the lagoon. The heat of the sun had actually left it pleasantly lukewarm. Another pleasant surprise was the addition of bathing oils and soap brought by her new handmaidens and soon she was scrubbed completely clean of the dirt and sweat for the first time it seemed since she had set out into the sands of the Ghaybi.

Viena would have happily continued to lounge in the temperate water of the lagoon for hours, but all too soon she heard Afah say, “apologies, Domina, but the hour draws near when you will be called upon to appear at the feast and we must prepare you.”

With some reluctance, Viena returned to the shore where to her surprise she saw her remaining attendants were setting down the last of a small mountain of baggage that she immediately recognised.

“My things!” Viena said in delight.

“Yes, Domina,” Afah answered. “Regrettably they could not be brought with you during the bride taking itself, but the bir Saani had others waiting till after she departed to deliver a gift of goats and sheep to your countrymen so they might hold a fitting feast of their own and they were instructed to take receipt of your effects and bring them. Hopefully nothing was damaged in the journey here.”

Viena was barely listening. Opening one of the chests, she ran her hands through the contents, shuffling through the tunics, and shawls, and cloaks, and other items inside. The realisation she had not, as she had assumed, been forced to leave her clothes and jewellery and other personal effects behind suddenly felt like a tremendous relief. It was at least one part of home she would keep with her.

“Domina,” Afah’s voice finally caught the young woman’s attention, “I apologise but there are preparations we must begin.”

“Yes yes,” Viena answered. Spying a rather elaborate looking rug that had been laid out upon the ground she seated herself upon it. “Would you help me with my hair, Afah bir Saani -”

Afah immediately hissed as the other women’s voice began buzzing in a rising crescendo. “No no Great La - Domina, you must not refer to me so.”

Viena blinked in surprise at the adamance in her voice. “I apologise and did not mean offence. As I understood things, your people take the name of their tribe in the manner that mine adopt the common name of their family?”

“You would be correct, Domina,” Afah explained, “but only Razia holds the title of bir Saani, I and all others are called bint Saani.”

After a moment, Viena vaguely remembered from her half hearted efforts to learn the nomad tribes’ native language that while bir and bint both meant ‘of’ the two were not interchangeable and instead were subtly different; bir meant ‘of’ in the possessive sense whereas bint did so in the sense that one was part of something.

“I think I understand,” Viena finally said. “Afah bint Saani, would you be kind enough to help me with my hair?”

“Of course, Domina,” Afah answered.

As Viena lay out on the rug, allowing the sun to dry the water from her naked body, Afah produced a jewelled comb from one of her chests and began brushing her hair.

After a few moments of silence Viena spoke. “Were you born bint Saani, Afah?”

“No Domina,” the other woman answered. “I was originally of the bint Teeah but when I was nineteen I was taken as a bride by a warrior of the bint Saani.”

“Oh,” Vienna paused for a moment. “Was it arranged?”

Afah shook her head. “It was a proper bride taking. I was shearing the tribe's sheep with some other women when a group of horsemen crested the nearest dune and came upon us unawares. Abeel, the man who was to become my husband, had me over the saddle of his horse and halfway back to his own tribe almost before the first cries of alarm had been heard.”

To Viena’s surprise Afah was describing the whole thing with something almost like fondness. “And this pleased you?”

“Of course, Domina,” Afah answered immediately. “To be taken as a bride by a warrior is a great honour and Abeel certainly proved his worth in taking me. I fought him like a cheetah and he still bears with pride to this day the scar my shears left upon his cheek, but his vigour proved too great for me to resist. Though I was thankful for his vigour indeed on our wedding night.”

This last part incited a good deal of giggling from the other women. Viena waited for it to subside as she pondered her next question and whether she even wished to broach it at all.

In the end she did. “What of the bir Saani’s vigour?”

More giggles came from this and Viena felt her cheeks grow hot as she blushed.

Thankfully, after a moment Afah shushed the others. “I have no first hand experience, you understand Domina, but I believe you will not be disappointed in this regard. The bir Saani is reputed to be as fierce in the blankets of the tent as she is on the sands of battle. I am sure there are many young women of the tribe who despair that you shall be the only filly ridden by her from now on. Though I warn you, it will likely be your vigour that is tested when she does so tonight.”

The last words were a bit odd and Viena wondered if they were just some local phrase. Before she could ask, however, Afah looked up consideringly at the sky, shading her eyes against the sun’s glare.

“Apologies, Domina, but the hour grows near when the feast shall begin. There are preparations that must be made before your appearance.”

Viena’s hair was more than dried by now from the heat of the sun and well brushed. To her surprise it was not done up in an elaborate series of braids as she was used to by Utrusian custom, but instead left hanging loose down her back, the tips almost reaching the generous swell of her bum; a quick glance at the other woman confirmed this seemed to be the style favoured by the bint Saani.

Standing, still fully nude, Viena was silent as the women fetched her cosmetics from her baggage and went to work on applying creams and powders to her face. She was slightly surprised that they all seemed at least somewhat skilled in their application. It seemed the Ghaybi tribes were not quite as primitive as she had feared they might be.

It seemed perfume was also something not utterly foreign either, as a small jar of it was produced. Some of the sweet scent was dabbed on Viena’s cheeks and neck, then to her surprise both of her nipples were similarly anointed, as was her pelvis, right above the beginning of the light down of pubic hairs, so fine and fair they were almost imperceptible, which covered her vagina.

“I suppose I should ask your advice on what I should wear?” Viena said to Afah.

“Apologies, Domina,” Afah answered, “but by custom there is special attire for you to wear tonight.”

This turned out to be a tunic of white, almost opaque fabric. As Viena stepped into it and found the material clung sharply to her figure she had to admit it did a wonderful job of displaying her luscious curves. Perhaps a bit too much, she had to reflect. Her nipples were clearly tenting out against the tunic, which was so sheer their pink tone was visible as was the outline of her body; even a faint hint of her sex could just be seen.

“Is this not a little to…little?” Viena asked.

“Whatever do you mean, Domina?” Afah seemed genuinely baffled. “If you will permit me to say, you are truly beautiful. It will be the bir Saani’s wish to show this to her tribe so they may revel in the honour that comes with you becoming her bride.”

A transparent white veil and silky shawl completed the ensemble, which thankfully provided some shade from the sun. Viena could already feel the heat of the day making itself felt again, the cool relief of bathing in the lagoon starting to seem like a distant memory. At the very least her attire was not especially stuffy and breathed easily.

“It is time.” Afah said and at the other woman’s words Viena realised her heart had given a little leap in her chest at what that meant.

Soon she would be seeing Razia again.

IN THE TIME Viena had been gone the main space of the valley had been totally transformed.

From her perch upon a set of plush pillows sitting upon a richly embroidered carpet set upon the ground, Viena reclined in the shade provided by the open, half tent she had been led to by Afah and her other attendants and surveyed the scene before her.

The people of the bint Saani were spread out across the valley. They clustered together in small groups, some sitting underneath half tents much the same as hers, others out in the open seemingly heedless of the blazing sun. Men arm wrestled and slapped one another on the back boisterously while women chatted away at one another and children ran about in fun. Amphoras of wine and other spirits were passed from one person to the next and the air was filled with the sound of cheers and laughter and other sounds of revelry.

In the centre of the area numerous cooking fires were ablaze and tended to diligently by rag wearing wretches that Viena took immediately to be slaves. Entire goats and lambs and sheep roasted on spits above the crackling flames that billowed smoke up into the air. More smoke still came from curiously dug pits in the earth that were covered by layers of palm leaves; clearly something was cooking underneath but Viena could not discern what exactly.

Even from a distance the smell of roasting meat was filling Viena’s nostrils and her mouth watered as she was reminded she had not eaten since the break of dawn which suddenly seemed a lifetime ago. Despite knowing the perils of drinking on an empty stomach, Viena raised her winecup to her lips and drank deeply from it, hoping it would distract her from her gnawing hunger.

“Is the wine to your liking, Domina?” Afah asked from her seat beside her.

“It will do,” Viena said coolly as she raised her glass for a refill. In truth, to her surprise she had found it to be an excellent vintage, at least as fine as any she had been served at her father’s table. “I am a bit surprised you are able to produce any in a climate such as this.”

“We take it in tribute from passing caravans, as we do for many things we are unable to find naturally in the desert,” Afah answered.

“Ah,” Viena could not help but feel the tiniest bit of delight as she took another long pull from her winecup and realised she was literally drinking away future profits for her father. “It seems you will have to do without in the future then.”

“Only from caravans travelling to and from Hyllencena,” Afah responded. “There are many other routes heading to the lands of the Easterlings beyond the Jade Mountains and the various kingdoms of the south. The bir Saani will simply have us shift our attentions to them.”

Without thinking Viena’s eyes went to the aforementioned woman, seated underneath a half tent of her own on the far side of assembled revellers surrounded by a clutch of her warriors. She had been informed that by custom she would have to remain here with her attendants until the time came for the marriage ceremony itself, though if Razia chose to leave her own half tent and come to Viena’s that was permissible; she assumed that this meant Razia was assuming the role of the ‘groom’ in their wedding. Part of her wondered if the other woman would also do so when their wedding night came and she tried to ignore just how vigorously intriguing this question suddenly was.

Viena had to admit she was confused and more than a little intimidated by this strange allure she seemed to feel for Razia. Yes, the woman was beautiful in a lethal and deadly way similar to a lioness or a tiger. The memory of the sight of her before, riding her horse with such precision and wielding her scimitar with such lethal prowess, made Viena feel so very strange, almost lightheaded and hot in an alien yet delicious manner. She supposed she should be pleased by the fact she was evidently attracted to Razia and certainly it was preferable to finding the other woman repellant, but the manner in which she seemed to be attracted to her, beyond just her physical beauty, was unsettling.

Seeking distraction, Viena looked away and she noted that the cooking fire attendants were taking down the spits and beginning to carve off strips of meat onto platters. It seemed the food would soon be ready. She also noted that the palm leaves were being pulled away from the strange pits and the roasted contents, far larger than to be an animal like a goat or sheep, were hauled up and also carved away at.

“What are those?” Viena asked, gesturing towards the latter.

“Roasted water buffalos and camels.” Afah answered.

Seeing Viena wrinkle her nose the older woman laughed. “I take it those are not common fare in your country, Domina?”

“No it is not.”

“I urge you to try it nevertheless. Among our own it is considered a delicacy only served on occasions such as this. Each are covered in spices and left to bake for long hours in a pit dug into the ground on a bed of cinders. The final result is quite delicious.”

“We shall see,” Viena answered.

Her mouth watered as platters of freshly carved meat were laid out on the carpet before where she was seated, along with bowls of couscous and lentils and piles of unleavened flatbread. Having had enough couscous to last her a lifetime in the past weeks, Viena only spooned a modest portion of it onto her plate and instead piled it high with strips of roast lamb and goat. After a moment's hesitation she also added some of what she thought to be camel as well. There was no harm in trying it, after all.

Viena almost groaned aloud in delight as she bit into a strip of lamb and had to resist the urge to forget her manners and just gobble the entire thing down. It was juicy and while the seasonings were foreign to her palette she could not deny they were delicious and complimented the flavour of the meat well.

Finishing the lamb perhaps just a tad faster than would be considered polite, Viena eyed the camel for a moment and decided she might as well take a bite. To her surprise the meat was incredibly tender and while there was a slight gameyness to the flavour there was also an unexpected sweetness as well. Before she knew it she had finished the entire portion and found herself reaching for more.

“Did you find the camel to your taste, Domina?” Afah asked with what Viena thought she detected was just a touch of amusement.

“I have eaten worse things,” Viena replied coolly.

“High praise indeed. Still, it is amazing how often one cannot know what one will enjoy until one tries them.” There was a definite note of amusement in Afah’s voice now.

“A sentiment I can only agree with.”

Viena was taken by surprise by this new voice but somehow even before looking up and seeing the tall figure of Razia she knew it belonged to the other woman.

The young woman tried to ignore how her heart seemed to flutter at the sight of Razia, especially how the taller woman seemed to be looming over her from her seated position. It made her suddenly feel very small before her and to her surprise that feeling sent a tingle down her spine.

With effort, Viena kept any sign of her inner reaction from her face and coolly met Razia’s gaze. The other woman had not redonned her turban or veil and her long dark hair freely hung down her back. Her face was just as striking as before, all sharp cheekbones and piercing dark eyes.

Not that the rest of her left anything to be desired, Viena had to concede. The billowing, opaque pantaloons and leather vest tied around her chest left a good deal of Razia’s body on display. While not nearly as well endowed as Viena, the other woman’s breasts looked to be full and pert. Her body was slender and toned without being overly muscular, with a taut stomach and sculpted arms and legs.

Viena noticed Razia’s lips had ever so slightly quirked upwards in a smirk and she realised that not only had she been staring but it had not gone unnoticed by the other woman. To her irritation her cheeks began to grow hot. Why should she be embarrassed by such a thing? It was not as if Razia had not been openly ogling her from the moment she had carried her off from her tent.

Determined not to let Razia get to her, Viena coolly greeted her. “Greetings, bir Saani.”

“Oh please,” Razia slid to the carpeted ground beneath her and seated herself next to Viena, taking the winecup that was immediately offered to her by one of the surrounding women. “There is no need to be so formal with me, Viena Aueius. You may call me Razia.”

The other women shuffled away from the pair, clearly wishing to give their tribe’s chieftainess and her soon to be bride a bit of privacy. “Thank you, Razia. You may call me Viena. Those close to me need not use my full name.”

“Ah, I see,” Razia said with some amusement in her voice, “and I am already considered one close to you?”

“It seems that is to be the case,” Viena responded. Despite her determination to maintain her cool facade, when she noted how Razia was quite openly eyeing her she suddenly was very aware of just how revealing her attire was and how much of her was on display. Her cheeks once again felt very hot and to her surprise the same was true between her legs in her pussy. Why was her body reacting so strongly to Razia’s presence?

“How are you finding my people, Viena?” Razia asked.

“There is more to them than I had expected,” Viena conceded. Indeed that was an understatement. Considering what she had been anticipating, the bint Saani were proving to be a welcome surprise.

Razia chuckled. “High praise indeed, my filly,” her eyes turned away for a moment to survey those assembled before them. “When I first took the leadership of the bint Saani we were just one tribe out of many who travel these sands. Now, we are the mightiest of them all. Our herds the vastest. Our watering grounds the purest.”

The pride was evident in the woman’s voice. Despite herself, Viena’s curiosity got the better of her and she asked, “how old are you?”

Razia’s eyes turned back to meet Viena’s. “I have ruled the bint Saani for five years, since I was twenty two.”

That made her six years older than Viena’s own twenty one. An impressive age to have risen to such a high status within her own culture. “You have reason to be proud it seems.”

“Not the least that I have now acquired you as my filly, Viena,” Razia’s smile turned smug. “To have taken as a bride a woman of high standing of your empire shall reflect upon the entire bint Saani. Even here in the depths of our desert we know of the grandeur that is called Utrusia, an empire mightier than even that of the Great Conquerer or the Kings’ of Kings. And now even you have been made to treat with us, just as they once did, and I am the one who has made it so.”

Viena tried not to bristle at the way Razia kept referring to her as her filly, sensing that it seemed to be a term of endearment, though the haughty way with which she was now speaking was even more irritating if she was honest. Though in a way she could understand what Razia meant. It was not that different than how her father often spoken of the Aueii name, something prized to be maintained and handed down, and at least Razia seemed to be attached to her people rather than just some abstract lineage.

Still, Viena could not help but be a little irked that it seemed everyone viewed her as little more than some prize possession. “I see, well I am glad my marriage to you shall bring such honour to both you and your people.”

If Razia took any offence to her curt tone she did not show it, instead she actually laughed. “And I see that my filly is a feisty one. Most excellent, I shall so enjoy seeing to the rectification of that tonight.”

At that Viena blinked, mystified by what Razia could mean by those words.

The other woman leaned closer. “Though do not get me wrong, Viena. Even if you were no more than a common woman of my tribe, I still would want you as a bride. You are truly beautiful and so unlike the women of my people. This lovely blonde hair of yours,” Razia’s hand lifted up and brushed itself through Viena’s long locks, “and this luscious young body, so soft and pampered, like the most beautiful desert flower.”

And suddenly Viena found herself mesmerised by Razia’s dark, hawklike eyes, unable to look away from them even as she became so very conscious of just how close the other woman was to her. When had that happened?

Then Razia reached down and pulled something from a pouch hanging from the belt of her pantaloons. Viena’s eyes went wide when she saw it was a gold necklace studded with gems.

“And beauty such as yours deserves to be adorned,” Razia said as she held up the necklace.

Without thinking Viena lifted up her blonde hair from her neck so Razia could drape the necklace around it. She could not even begin to guess its value. The gold seemed to be of the highest quality and the gems seemed to be the size of goose eggs and shone lustrously.

“Razia it is beautiful,” Viena said, amazed.

“Its beauty pales next to yours, my filly,” Razia replied, her fingers tracing their way down the necklace along Viena’s throat. “I took it from a merchant caravan on the way from Ashkad to the Jade Mountains. I believe it had been commissioned for the empress who rules the lands beyond them. Whatever the case, it looks far finer on your neck than on whoever’s it was intended for.”

And then Razia’s fingers slipped further down, leaving behind the necklace and instead tracing themselves down Viena’s throat and then over the tops of her collarbone. Viena instantly froze at the contact. It was not like she had never been touched there before but Razia’s fingers seemed to burn themselves against her skin and she was suddenly conscious that her nipples were so very hard.

Razia seemed to notice Viena’s reaction and her smile turned smug even as her eyes seemed to gleam. “It seems my filly is a skittish one as well as feisty. How wonderful, I shall so enjoy putting you through your paces with me tonight.”

“What do you mean by that?” Viena asked, again mystified by the other woman’s words.

“Have you ever been with a woman before, Viena?” Razia leaned closer and Viena’s eyes suddenly dipped down to look at the other woman’s lips. Had they always looked so plump and inviting?

Throat suddenly so very dry, Viena shook her head and somehow made herself speak. “I have never been with anyone before.”

Viena felt a flood of embarrassment at admitting just how inexperienced she was to Razia, especially given it seemed the other woman clearly had not been expecting this to be the case. But instead of disappointment she saw something like delight appear in the chieftainess’s dark eyes.

“Really? I will be the first? I find it hard to believe it to be true of such a beautiful woman as yourself.”

At that Viena bristled a little. “It is the custom of my land that a noblewoman should go to her wedding untouched and chaste.”

A hungry smile appeared on Razia’s face. “Fazli failed to mention this. Still what a welcome surprise. How alluring you are, Viena, both haughty yet innocent. Prideful yet naive. To think, tonight I shall be the first to not only introduce my filly to discipline yet also pleasure at the same time. It shall be a night neither of us will ever forget.”

Again Viena was baffled by what Razia was saying but she found she did not care. Her entire body seemed hot in a way that had nothing to do with the blazing sun or the natural heat of the desert, her cunt most of all. She had never remembered feeling this way before in her young life.

Above all, Viena was suddenly very conscious of how close Razia was to her, how her face was just inches from her own, and again her eyes dipped down to stare at the older woman’s lips. For a mad moment she felt the urge to just lean forward and close the distance so she could kiss them.

“What….what do you mean by that?” Viena somehow made herself speak.

“You will find out soon enough,” Razia crooned. Then suddenly she was rising to her feet again. “But that shall have to wait until the time is right. I shall see you again for the ceremony, it will be at sunset.”

As Razia looked down on her where she sat with her dark, piercing eyes, Viena felt almost like a rabbit being circled by a hawk or some other bird of prey. And she was very cognisant of the fact that it only seemed to make her pussy ache harder than ever.

With that Razia turned and walked away. Viena watched her go for a few moments and then realised she was staring at the shape of her pert bottom swaying back and forth as she made her way back across to the far side of the celebration and the young woman made herself look away. Suddenly feeling more parched than she had on the most gruelling hot days of her journey across the Ghaybi, the young woman raised her winecup to her lips and drained it.

This slaked Viena’s thurst somewhat but did nothing to stifle the confusion that was wracking her, warring with the arousal still coursing through her veins. That the latter had been caused by Razia was somehow the least shocking discovery she was struggling to process. Yes, Razia was another woman but Viena could at least comprehend how she might find her desirable and the idea of sharing her bed not an entirely unappealing one.

What shocked her was the way Razia’s domineering presence seemed to excite her almost as much as her beauty did. She did not fully understand what it was the other woman meant when she spoke of disciplining her and putting her ‘through her paces’, but as ominous as those words were, somehow they also seemed to touch something within her that Viena found arousing. Was she actually excited by the prospect of Razia subjugating her to will, as she seemed to be hinting she intended to do? It seemed she was.

“More wine, Domina?” Afah asked, extending an amphora towards Viena’s now empty cup.

Viena held up her winecup in response and in what she hoped was a nonchalant voice asked. “How long is it to sunset by your reckoning?”

Afah looked up towards the sun as she poured fresh wine into Viena’s glass. It did seem to be much lower in the sky than it had been when the young noblewoman had last thought to look. “I would reckon at least an hour more, Domina. Why?”

“No reason,” Viena said and pretended she did not hear the giggling that came from the women surrounding her or see the look of amusement in Afah’s eyes at her question.

An hour. That was all. In one hour she would be Razia’s wife and go to her marital bed with her. It somehow seemed forever and far too soon both at the same time.


Chapter Four: Wedded and then Whipped

EVENTUALLY THE SUN did begin to sink down beyond sight on the horizon and when it did Viena was escorted by her attendants to the central area of the ongoing celebration, where a large bonfire was blazing. Razia was waiting for her there, her tall figure silhouetted against the crackling flames.

As the assembled celebrants crowded in around them, a wizened old man who Viena took to be a priest or a shaman or some figure of that sort stood between the two of them. His face was decorated with many scars that seemed to have been deliberately inflicted given their symmetry and elaborate layout and his body was adorned with necklaces and bracelets of corded leather from which dangled claws and fangs and even what looked to be a dried out bat wing.

Whatever he was, it seemed the man was the officiant of the wedding as he immediately began babbling in the foreign tongue of the Ghaybi tribes. Viena was completely ignorant of the religion of Razia’s people, only knowing they worshipped neither the pantheon followed by both Utrusia and the Hyllencene or any of the plethora of gods of the kingdoms to the south. She kept her attention on the old man just the same, very much not noticing how Razia was staring at her with smouldering eyes and trying to not show how it was making her entire body tingle, between her legs most of all.

Reaching what seemed to be the ceremony's conclusion, the old man produced a small dagger and then took a pouch from his belt and dribbled salt from it upon the blade and then in turn held it up first to Razia, who nibbled the white crystals off of it, and then Viena who mimicked the act. He then brought both of their hands together so their fingers were intertwined and took a waterskin from his belt and poured water over their joined hands.

The onlooking tribesmen erupted into cheers. For a moment Viena assumed that that was it and the ceremony was concluded but to her surprise the scared old man once again produced his slender dagger and held it up towards Razia. The tall woman opened her lips and darted out her pink tongue and Viena watched in shock as the officiant slid his blade down the centre of it, nicking the skin slightly so blood began to dot up onto the surface.

He then turned towards Viena who almost blanched when she realised he intended to do the same to her. Her mind reeled as she tried to absorb this turn of events. The salt and the water had made sense on a certain level as both were things that were necessary for survival, especially in as harsh a place as the Ghaybi; the symbolism was obvious. What on earth could be the meaning of this.

“Do as he expects, my filly,” Razia whispered quietly, “it will be a shallow cut only, I promise.”

For a second Viena met Razia’s eyes and then obediently she opened her mouth and extended her own tongue. As promised the old man made the cut a very shallow one, but the sensitive flesh still stung as the blade drew itself down the length of her tongue and Viena tasted something coppery that she realised was her own blood as it began welling up from the cut.

The scared old man stepped back and began babbling away again in his foreign tongue. Vienna barely noticed as Razia immediately stepped forward and closed the distance between the two of them. Viena’s eyes went wide as the taller woman leaned closer and were drawn to Razia’s lips, plump and wet and suddenly so very inviting.

Just as Viena realised what it was Razia intended, the nomad chieftainess swooped down and brought her lips to her own in a kiss. It was her first and for a moment the young woman was too stunned to react and then a shudder ran through her body as she felt it begin to grow hot.

Razia did not relent, kissing Viena even more forcefully with greater passion, and a moan welled up in her throat as it continued. She was suddenly so very conscious of the feeling of the other woman’s strong hands on her bare arms, their touch seeming to almost burn against her skin, and she realised she was being pulled closer to Razia so she was pressed up against her. Her nipples had grown hard, tenting themselves against the material of her tunic, and when they felt the cool leather of the woman’s vest through the thin fabric of it her lips parted to release a deep, throaty groan.

Seizing the opportunity, Razia forced her tongue into Viena’s mouth. Without thinking, Viena met it with her own and the coppery taste of blood only intensified. As remarkable as it was, part of her mind was still capable of thought and she grasped the meaning of the last act of the ceremony. Blood mingling with blood, binding a union together in doing so. Not at all dissimilar to how noblemen in her own land would cut their wrists and hold them together when they swore an oath of blood brothership.

To her shock, Viena’s cunt felt a pulse of pleasure rush through it at this realisation as the intimacy of the act shook her. Then she felt Razia’s hands leave her arms and slid around behind her and whatever capacity for thought left her as one wrapped itself across her back to pull her even more tightly against the other woman and the other dipped down to cup one large, round cheek of her bum, gripping it tightly and fondling the flesh underneath her tunic.

Viena’s cheeks grew hot as she blushed at how Razia was so openly fondling her before the assembled tribesmen, almost as if she was marking her as her own before the onlookers. But her vagina also grew hot at the thought and its inner walls clenched at the idea, her body seeming to have a mind of its own and responding almost delightfully at the thought. Viena found it so confusing at how she was responding to such a brazen show of ownership by Razia, but despite it another hot groan escaped her lips as she realised she was kissing her new wife back just as passionately as she was kissing her.

Dimly, through the deafening sound of her heart pounding in her ears, Viena was aware of renewed cheers and whoops from the assembled crowd around them but she ignored it, lost in the kiss. Pressed up against Razia, she could feel the heat of the other woman’s pelvis against her own and an urge welled up inside of her to grind against her. Viena resisted with the greatest of difficulty, the proper Utrusian noblewoman within her baulking at the thought of openly humping herself against Razia before all those looking on even as her body, her now sopping wet pussy most of all, wanted to do just that, propriety be damned.

And then suddenly the kiss ended as Razia stepped back. An almost pitiful whine of protest slipped from Viena’s lips at the sudden absence of Razia’s lips against her own and to her irritation a triumphant little smirk appeared on the older woman’s face as she heard it.

Then Razia took one of her hands in her own and lifted it up in the air, turning to face the assembled people of the bint Saani as she cried out something in her native tongue. As one the mass of tribesmen ceased their cheers and fell to their knees, head bowed respectfully.

Viena’s eyes went wide at this, shocked by such an act of subservience by a people she had so far perceived as fiercely independent and wild. In Utrusia even the emperor himself was not treated with such reverence. She could not deny that a little thrill rushed through her at such a display, particularly when she thought of how envious her father would be were he to see her being treated so.

And then the moment passed and the bint Saani all rose again to their feet and resumed their cheers. Without looking, Viena somehow knew that Razia was not paying attention and had turned her gaze back towards her. She could almost feel the older woman’s eyes upon her.

“Is it over?” Viena asked quietly.

The sound of a chuckle filled her ears and from the corner of her eye she could see Razia smirking at her. “Oh no Viena, my filly. The ceremony is finished, yes, but the night ahead will still be a long one, my new bride.”

Razia extended her hand. “Come with me. The time has come for us to retire to our tent.”

AS HER WIFE - had she just thought of Razia that way? - pulled open the dangling flaps of the tent’s entrance, Viena stepped through into the interior with a pounding heart.

A brazier filled with glowing coals cast a low illumination. Unsurprisingly, the furnishings were sparse. The only piece of actual furniture was a small, low table surrounded by plush pillows sitting in the centre of a carpet by the brazier. A few trunks were stacked beside the canvas walls, clearly meant to be easily loaded upon the back of a camel when the bint Saani next struck camp. Viena’s eyes were immediately drawn to the centre of the tent, where a pallet lay on the ground covered with blankets and pillows. Razia’s bed.

Her eyes immediately darted away and her heartbeat spiked still higher, Viena’s mind suddenly racing as she tried very much not to think of just what she expected she would soon be doing with Razia in that bed. What would she be doing? She understood in a very vague way the duties expected of her towards her husband on her wedding night. But what exactly did Razia expect of her? What was Razia going to do to her?

The unknownness of it all was frightening, and Viena gulped down a couple of quick breaths to calm herself. To her surprise it was also arousing; the evidence of her aching cunt was undeniable. It would all be fine. That’s what Viena told herself. And perhaps it did not matter that she did not know exactly what to do. She got the distinct impression that Razia was experienced enough in these matters for the both of them. She could just let her take the lead, which Viena expected was what the other woman wanted anyway.

“Would you care for a cup of wine?” Razia’s voice shook Viena out of her thoughts and the other woman appeared beside her and gestured towards the low table. Viena noted that an amphora and cups were sitting atop of it.

“N-no. No thank you,” Viena stuttered. As much as part of her would have loved a cup to calm her nerves, she had already drunk more than a few at the feast and was beginning to feel the effects. Whatever was about to happen, she felt it best she remained clear headed and in control of herself.

Razia laughed with a toss of her head. “Ah, are you so eager to begin, Viena? Do not get me wrong, it pleases me if that is the case. A filly eager to be ridden is the best kind in my experience.”

With that the other woman’s face turned stern, a wicked look flashing in her eyes, and she stepped forward. Viena’s breath hitched at the sight and she felt her clitoris actually throb in reaction, but without thinking she still took a step back.

Razia paused and while her face did not soften, her eyes turned gentle. “Have I misjudged things, Viena? I will be clear on this, I will not force myself on you.”

Viena blinked and suddenly felt reassured by Razia’s words. “No….no it’s just….I have never….I don’t know what….”

As she babbled Razia once again stepped forward and this time Viena did not retreat. She felt something soft cupping her cheek and realised it was the other woman’s hand and she instantly quieted.

“I know, Viena. Do not worry, your innocence does not disappoint me. Quite the opposite in fact.” Razia’s eyes gleamed for an instant and the sight made Viena shiver. “I shall guide you, my filly, and show you what to do. All you need do is obey me and you will find the experience of being mounted for the first time to be as pleasurable a one as it most assuredly will be for me.”

Again Viena felt confusion at Razia’s words; she clearly intended some innuendo by them but the meaning was completely lost to her. “What….what are you going to do to me?”

Razia smirked. “And again you are an eager one.” Her face then became serious. “But before we go on I wish to make something very clear. Are you listening, Viena?”

Viena nodded.

“Nothing happens tonight that you do not consent to. I must stress that, Viena. If you truly wish for something to stop, at any point, then all you must do is say so and it will. If I do something to you that you do not like, tell me to stop and I will. Is that understood, my filly?”

To Viena, Razia’s words were a double edged sword. While it was reassuring to hear the older woman’s assurances that if she wanted something to stop all she had to do was ask and it would, it only increased her apprehension over just what it was that Razia intended. What was it she was planning to do to her that would even need her to tell her to stop? Not for the first time in the last few days, Viena found herself cursing her inexperience in this area.

Still, Viena nodded her head to show she understood Razia’s words; despite having only met the older woman today she somehow knew it to be the truth when she said nothing would happen that Viena did not consent to. And while the unknown nature of what lay ahead was intimidating, the young woman could not deny that her body, at least, found it exciting. Her nipples were rock hard underneath her tunic and between her legs the depths of her cunt was hot and wet in a way she had never experienced before. Viena pushed any lingering worries or doubts aside, surprisingly eager to simply get on with things.

A triumphant smile appeared on Razia’s face. “Good. Now that that is settled, take off your clothes. I wish to see my filly naked in all of her glory.”

For a second Viena hesitated. As eager as she had been just seconds ago to finally begin whatever it was Razia had planned for their wedding night, now that she was actually faced with it her nerves suddenly reasserted themselves. Seeing a warning look appear in Razia’s eyes, the young woman suppressed them, however, and her hands went to the hem of her tunic and pulled it up over her head so her body was now entirely unadorned aside from her jewellery.

Eyes gleaming with intensity, Razia openly ogled her, her gaze slowly drifting down Viena’s body. Viena found herself wanting to blush. It was silly given how little she had been covered by the ceremonial tunic she had just discarded, but the blatant hunger in the older woman’s eyes and the way she seemed to be staring right through her made Viena suddenly very conscious of how she was now utterly naked before the still dressed older woman. It made Viena want to cover herself. She suppressed the urge, however, and instead stared back at Razia almost defiantly, reminding herself she was an Utrusian noblewoman of the line of Aueii.

Razia seemed to notice and her smile became almost predatory as she stepped forward to close the distance between them. This time Viena did not retreat before her and she barely suppressed a gasp as she felt one of the older woman’s hands on her stomach where it began sliding south towards her pelvis.

Despite her determination to keep her composure, Venia could not stop her body from trembling as Razia’s hand slid lower and lower down her belly, fingers leaving a blazing trail in their wake. All the young woman could think of was how close they were coming to her vagina. Did Razia mean to touch her there? Her cunt seemed to grow wetter by the moment from the thought.

Then just above her pussy Razia stopped, fingers playing with the fine down of pubic hairs that were there. “As blonde as the hairs on your head.” The older woman’s voice sounded surprisingly deep and guttural as she spoke. “I had thought I had seen everything, but a wonder such as this I have not.”

And then Razia’s hand was gone and Venia almost whimpered as the absence of her touch was suddenly overwhelming.

A smirk on her face, Razia’s hands went behind her back, quite obviously beginning to unlace her vest. “You are beautiful, Venia, truly a sight to behold. Still, it strikes me as a tad unfair that you are denied the same privilege.”

Razia’s vest dropped away from her chest, revealing her breasts. While on the smaller side, they went well with her slender, toned frame and were capped with elongated dark nipples that were already hard and pointing out in the air like knife tips. Viena realised to her irritation she was staring - it was not as if she had never seen another woman’s breasts before - but found she could not bring herself to look away from Razia’s twin mounds. The sight sent a pulse of pleasure through her cunt and Viena was aware that her own nipples had become so hard they almost seemed to hurt.

It seemed she was not being at all subtle in her gaze, as Razia’s smile turned smug. Her hands then slipped down to the waist of her pantaloons and began tugging them down her hips. As the opaque material slipped down her legs to pool around her ankles, Venia found her eyes, almost of their own volition, trailing down Razia’s taunt abdomen and pelvis till they were staring squarely between her legs on her soft mound. Her cunt was covered by a dark shadow of black hairs that did nothing to obscure her slit and Viena could not help but note that it was clearly engorged and glistening with obvious arousal; when Razia had called her beautiful just minutes before it was clear she had not just been trying to flatter her.

And then Razia once again closed the distance between them. Viena barely had time to meet the other woman’s eyes before she found her lips captured by her’s in a kiss. Suddenly she was lost in the sensation of Razia’s lips, soft and moist, against her own. Razia’s tongue roughly thrusting itself in and out of her mouth. Razia’s hands reaching around behind her to grab at the cheeks of her bum, skilled fingers lightly gripping at the tender flesh. The warmth of Razia’s body scorching itself across hers. Razia’s scent filling her nostrils.

Her composure breaking once again, Viena could not stop the ragged groan that welled up in her throat, only slightly stifled against the tongue that was practically ravaging the interior of her mouth. She tried to press herself forward so she could mould her body against Razia’s, instinctively needing more contact.

Razia’s hands immediately shifted from her bum to her hips, grabbing them tightly and holding her in place. Whimpering in protest, Viena jutted her chest forward to try and mash her breasts against Razia’s own. When she felt her nipples flick themselves against the other woman’s, a flash of pleasure seemed to shoot straight to her cunt, and she strained all the harder against Razia’s grasp. While the tribal chieftainess did not pull back, her grip on Viena’s hips was like iron so all the girl could do was barely brush her nipples against Razia’s, only just able to reach.

Thwarted in her efforts, Viena channelled her frustration into the ongoing kiss. Her hands reached up and tangled themselves in the other woman’s dark hair, trying to pull her face even closer. This Razia allowed and she kissed Viena back even more passionately, if it was at all possible, their tongues lathing against one another in a deviant duel.

But eventually the kiss ended, the need of both women to breath overcoming their mutual passion. As their lips broke apart, Viena panted breathlessly, gulping down lungfuls of air. Her entire body seemed to be crying out in protest at the sudden end, her cunt most of all. She could feel the juices leaking from her slit, little droplets running down her thighs.

Even Razia seemed to have been affected, taking uneven, ragged breaths from her flared nostrils as her dark eyes burned hotly. “Did you enjoy that, Viena.”

“Oh yes, Razia,” Viena said. She was amazed at the heated, needy tone of her voice but did not care. Instead she found herself leaning forward for another kiss.

But to Viena’s surprise, one of Razia’s hands left her hips and pressed lightly but firmly against her shoulder, stopping her. “Ah, and now you are the eager filly once more. As much as it pleases me to see, Viena, there are some things we must establish before proceeding.”

“Fine, get on with them then,” Viena said impatiently, her eyes glued to Razia’s lips, so close to her own yet also much too far for her liking, as she imagined tasting them again.

“I have noticed your attendants call you ‘Domina’. Why is that?”

Viena blinked. Of all the things she had been expecting this was not one of them. “Um….that is how a servant or slave addresses their mistress in Utrusia.”

For some reason her answer made Razia’s eyes gleam in delight. “Excellent, then that is what you shall call me!”

“What?” Viena said in shock.

Razia’s eyes narrowed. “When we are together and alone you will call me Domina. I find I quite like the title and it is an appropriate one. Before the other bint Saani you are the wife of their chieftainess and they will honour you as such. But here in our tent I am your mistress and you my slave and you will submit yourself to me as such.”

“I will not!” Viena bristled. Her, a daughter of the noble Aueii line, call another woman domina like she was a slave? The thought was outrageous. Why then had her cunt ached with arousal harder than ever at Razia’s words even as her clitoris had tightened in the most delicious way?

Razia’s eyes narrowed even further but gleamed with a look of wicked delight and a thin, predatory smile appeared on her face. “Such defiance. It seems you are in a spirited mood, my filly. It seems correction is in order. Good, I had hoped that would be the case. It was my intent to discipline you anyway, but the fact that it is warranted shall only add to the pleasure I take from it!”

With that Razia turned on her heel and stalked away. Viena was too surprised to react and simply stood rooted to the spot. As she processed what the other woman had just said, the girl’s initial irritation began giving way to apprehension. Just what correction had Razia decided was in order?

Despite her rising nerves, Viena found her eyes could not look away from the sight of Razia’s pert, hard bum and sculpted thighs and the way her taut muscles rolled as she walked. Her insides did not so much swoop as do a full somersault as she watched and when Razia reached her destination, one of the trunks dotted around the edges of the tent, and bent down to lift up the lid, the bottom of her labia lips peeked into view. The pink, puffy sight almost made Viena whimper with excitement despite the circumstances.

After a second, Razia straightened and turned around. As she walked back towards Viena, the young woman noticed that in each hand she held a bundled coil of rope. Eyebrows shot up towards blonde bangs as Viena suddenly began to get an inkling of what it was that Razia intended.

“Raise your hands up before you and place your wrists together,” Razia ordered as she came to a stop before her.

“W-what are you going to do?” Viena stammered, but she still obediently raised her hands and pressed them together before her.

“What must be done, Viena,” Razia began looping one of the lengths of rope around her wrists, binding them tightly together before efficiently tying a knot. “Do not get me wrong, my filly, it pleases me that you have spirit. It must be tamed, however, for both of our sakes. And I suspect that the act of seeing you properly disciplined will be a pleasurable one for the both of us.”

With that mysterious declaration, Razia took the second bundle of rope and uncoiled it before skillfully tossing it up in the air across a hook that Viena had not noticed till now was hanging from the centre of the roof of the tent.

“Arms up,” Razia said, the command in her voice clear.

Obediently, Viena raised her bound hands up above her head. Part of her was surprised that for all her earlier defiance she was now being so compliant. Another part of her was aware that she was more aroused than ever, her body somehow excited by this increasingly domineering side of herself that Razia was displaying, and seemed to instinctively wish to obey her commands. Viena could not deny that she was curious to see where this was going.

Taking both ends of the dangling rope, Razia looped it around the bonds securing Viena’s wrists. She then began tightening the knot, forcing the young woman’s arms up higher into the air till she was precariously balanced on the tips of her toes.

Now seemingly satisfied, Razia looked Viena over with a smirking smile. Viena stared back at her defiantly, even as her cunt clenched pleasurably at the hungry look she saw in the other woman’s eyes. She tried her best to keep any sign of it off of her face, however, not wanting to give Razia the satisfaction of realising how the effect she was having on her.

Whether she was successful or not Viena could not tell. Lips still quirked up in a smirk, Razia once again turned and walked back to the trunk she had taken the rope from. Again, Vienna could not stop her eyes from following her as she went. Unblinkingly, she drank in the sight of those swaying hips, that pert bum, those toned shoulder blades. Where this newfound appreciation for the female form had come from, Vienna truthfully could not say, but that she seemed helplessly in the grip of it now was undeniable.

Once again stopping before the trunk, Razia again bent down and began rummaging through it for something. Viena could not help but wonder if the other woman was deliberately posing, arching her back to better jut her round bum out in the air and again give the bound girl just a teasing peek of her full vaginal lips. Whether she was or not, Viena felt another flash of pleasure shoot through her cunt at the sight and only stopped herself from whimpering aloud with the greatest of difficulty.

But then when Razia straightened and turned to face her once more, Viena could not stop the gasp that escaped her lips as her eyes went wide at what she saw. Dangling from Razia’s clenched fist was a coiled whip.

Razia smirked cruelly as she walked back towards Viena, the latter’s heart beginning to pound wildly in her chest as she suddenly began to understand exactly what it was that the other woman had meant when she spoke of disciplining her.

Viena’s eyes followed Razia’s tall, slender form as she stalked around behind her, twisting her head and tossing aside her long blonde tresses to keep the other woman in her sight. Even as a shiver of fear ran down her spine at what she realised was almost certainly about to happen, to the young woman’s shock a tingle of excitement seemed to dance across her entire body at the same time. What was wrong with her? Was she actually aroused by the thought of Razia taking a whip to her? No. She couldn’t be. But she could feel the evidence to the contrary actually beginning to drip down her inner thighs as her pussy became so wet that little droplets of its juices began leaking out from her slit.

The feeling of arousal only intensified as Viena watched Razia begin to uncoil her whip. She found she could not tear away her eyes from the image before them. Razia’s tall, toned form. Her high breasts with the pointed, dark nipples, clearly just as hard as her own. Her long, sculpted legs. Her cruel, predatory smile and gleaming, wicked eyes.

CRACK!

The sound of Razia’s whip cutting through the air as the older woman gave it an experiment slash jolted Viena out of her thoughts and her cruel smile only deepened as the bound girl jumped in reaction.

“Have you reconsidered, my filly?” Razia practically crooned as she slowly stepped closer and brought her whip into range of Viena’s dangling body. “Are you ready to call me Domina? It is too late to spare you from a taste of my whip, your earlier defiance has assured that, but if you give me a suitable show of contribution now I may be merciful and reduce your punishment accordingly.”

For a long moment Viena held Razia’s gaze, then she deliberately turned her head away. She was a noblewoman of Utrusia. She would not submit so easily. “Do your worst!” Viena spat the words out defiantly as her body clenched in preparation of what was to come.

A dark chuckle answered. “Oh I will, my filly.”

For long moments Viena continued to dangle from her bonds on the tips of her toes. What was Razia waiting for? And why was her body almost humming almost impatiently in anticipation of the older woman’s whip upon it?

CRACK!

Viena was not kept waiting long as the hissing sound of Razia’s whip cutting through the air filled her ears and a second later she felt fiery pain as it slashed across her upper back. A yelp welled up in the girl’s throat that she fought with everything she had to stifle, somehow not wanting to give Razia the satisfaction of hearing her cry out. Yet at the same time her vagina ached harder than ever in pleasure.

CRACK!

Another fiery slash of pain ran across Viena’s back, just a tad lower than the first one. Again Viena stifled the pained cry that threatened to spill from her lips, gritting her teeth with the effort. Equally strong was the urge to moan in response to the pleasure that coursed through her body in reaction to the pain. As baffling as it was to the young woman, it seemed undeniable that Razia’s whip was as gratifying as it was excruciating.

CRACK! CRACK!

Twice in quick succession Razia’s whip struck again. This time the older woman shifted her focus and flayed her whip across Viena’s round bum. The sensitive, tender cheeks clenched in anguish at the horrible pain that radiated through them in response and Viena could not stop the hiss that was elicited by it.

A smug chuckle answered this. “And finally you whinny for me, my filly. What a delightful sound. There is no need to keep up the facade. Embrace what you are feeling and let me hear it in all its glory.”

CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!

Without mercy Razia brought her whip to bear, lashing it across Viena’s tender skin again and again. In particular she focused her blows upon the bound girl’s bum and upper thighs, which soon were decorated with angry welts and cruel raised lines all over the rapidly reddening flesh.

Vienna clenched her dainty little hands into fists and gritted her teeth but finally when a particularly cruel strike of the whip cut across the particularly sensitive flesh where where her thighs met the swell of her bottom her resolve to keep silent crumbled and a pained cry slipped from her throat.

“Yes!” Razia’s voice was smug with triumph. “Finally you bay and whinny for me, my filly! Good. Good girl. You please me so, Viena.”

CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!

Pleased Razia might have been, but that did not mean she was at all inclined to show any mercy. Ruthlessly she continued to strike with her whip, the cracking sound of it mingling with Viena’s ragged groans and yelps of pain along with her own heated pants and grunts of effort.

As fiery pain slashed across her poor bum again and again, Viena’s cries grew ever louder. To her shock, however, she realised that they were increasingly ones of pleasure as well as pain. As horrible as the torment from Razia’s whip was, her vagina was hot and engorged in a way Viena could never recall it being before and felt so wet it was as if it was immersed in liquid fire; her thighs were positively slick with the evidence of it. With each new lash over her round, plump bottom, the pain seemed to shoot straight to her cunt. Her clitoris, rock hard, seemed to clench tightly with each new blow.

Viena, heart pounding madly against her ribcage, could not even begin to understand why this was happening. How could such terrible pain be inspiring such intense pleasure within her young body? She must have taken leave of her senses or else have fallen into some mad dream or hallucination. But even as her mind was reeling with confusion Viena’s body was positively thrumming with relish at the ongoing assault of Razia’s whip upon it. Almost without thinking, the young woman found herself arching her back to jut out her bum and better expose it to the ongoing punishing abuse.

It seemed that Razia noticed. “Oh ho! What is this? I think my filly likes the feel of my whip on her lovely hindquarters and shapely flanks? This pleases me so, Viena. I shall have to see to it that I discipline you regularly, to our mutual enjoyment.”

The older woman’s words should have inspired horror in Viena, but instead the girl felt her little clit actually throb in reaction. She bit down the urge to shoot back some biting taunt, not wanting to give Razia the satisfaction of seeing her react. Instead between breathless pants she continued to shriek and groan in confusing pleasure pain, blinking away the tears that were welling up in her eyes and threatening to spill down her cheeks even as she tried to ignore the burning trail down her thighs left by the droplets of pussy juices still leaking liberally from her hot slit.

CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!

Soon Viena’s entire bum was a bright angry red and inflamed from the ongoing punishment of it; she could feel the heat wafting off of both round cheeks into the cool night air of the tent. That was nothing compared to the blazing heat of arousal that was scorching through her pussy however. Nipples rock hard and now jutting out from her breasts almost a full inch in length and burning desire seeming to pump through her veins with every wild beat of her heart, all Viena could think of was how desperately she wanted to be touched there.To finally have someone touch her pure, virginal pussy.

Her resolve to not allow Razia the satisfaction of realising the effect she was having on her crumbling, Viena began to tug and fight against the ropes binding her wrists, seeking to free her hands so she could reach down between her legs and touch her burning vagina herself. It was futile however, the ropes were too strong and Razia had knotted them craftily around her limbs. Even as the young woman pulled with everything she had they refused to give.

Thwarted, the girl mindlessly humped her hips out of sheer desperation, dancing on the tips of her toes as she did so. It did no good and Viena’s poor pussy touched nothing but empty air which gave her no relief at all. Her cheeks grew damp as tears of frustration finally spilled free from her eyes as all she could do was dangle from her bonds and sob bitterly as the unquenched arousal in her cunt only grew higher with each fresh new crack of the whip upon her pert rear.

Another dark chuckle filled Viena’s ears. “Yes, my sweet filly, prance for me. You make for such a lovely sight to my eyes like this, Viena, truly you do. My spirited, pampered prize chafing at her bonds. I can already tell that riding you shall be an experience unlike any other.”

CRACK!

Again Razia’s whip cut itself across Viena’s bum and the delightful yet horrid pleasure pain swelled to the point it was almost overwhelming. The last vestiges of her resolve disappearing, Viena tipped her head back and let loose a tearful scream. It was too much! Her knees buckled, unable to support her weight, and she found herself dangling limply from her bonds, sobbing in anguish and frustration as pain radiated through her poor abused bum even as frustrating pleasure continued to course through her aching pussy.

As she continued to sob away, Viena suddenly was aware of something soft and warm pressed up against her back and strong arms wrapping themselves around her middle. She realised it was Razia. As the older woman pulled her closer, melding her body against the bound girl’s, Viena let out a hiss of pain, her poor bum still so sore from the brutal whipping that it had just undergone, but a moment later she felt the pain begin to recede as the soft, warmth of Razia’s body began to soothe the abused flesh.

A gust of hot, moist air enveloped one of her ears. “Ssssssshhhhh. It is alright, Viena. I have you my beautiful filly. You have done so well. I am so proud of you. You have taken my whip so bravely and it has pleased me.”

Viena felt Razia’s lips capture her earlobe between them and begin to suck upon it. This, combined with the presence of her slender form pressed against her own, filled the young woman’s body with a warm, reassuring feeling and she felt herself begin to calm. Viena found it all so confusing. Razia was the one who had brought on this strange, alien state to begin with! She should hate the older woman. Instead as she was held in her arms a sense of safety filled her.

As Razia’s arms gripped her even more tightly, Viena suddenly was very aware of something hot and wet against one of her inflamed bum cheeks. Her eyes went wide and a hot squeal slipped from her throat as she realised it was the older woman’s pussy. Clearly Razia had been aroused by the act of whipping her as she herself had been by receiving it. For some strange reason the realisation was actually pleasing to Viena.

Razia’s lips left Viena’s ear and, brushing aside the young woman’s long blonde tresses, planted an array of kisses along her jawline before coming to rest upon her slender neck and fastening onto a pulse point that she began strongly sucking upon. Her hands did not remain idle either. Viena gasped as she felt skilled fingers on one of her large breasts, fondling the plump flesh and plucking at the hard nipple. Without thinking she arched her chest forward, hungrily seeking out more of those lovely caresses, and gave a hot, ragged groan.

As her ears rang with the deafening sound of her pounding heart, Viena felt Razia’s other hand head in the other direction. With feathery, light caresses, the older woman’s fingers ghosted themselves down the bound girl’s trembling ribcage and stomach. As she realised where Razia was headed she felt her inner vaginal walls clench. Was she finally going to touch her there? It was suddenly all Viena could think of.

The closer Razia’s fingers drew to her vagina, the more it seemed to ache, crying out to at last be touched. Viena realised she was holding her breath. How would it feel? The tiny part of her mind that remembered she was a chaste and virtuous maiden of Utrusia was shocked at how lewdly she was fantasising about such things. The greater part of her did not care, fully in the thrall of this newly awakened side of herself that she had just discovered.

As Razia’s fingers reached her pelvis, lightly playing with the fine down of fair hairs there, Viena realised she was softly whimpering. “Please….please….please….please….” The same word slipping from her lips again and again, almost like a prayer.

And then Razia’s fingers passed over Viena’s cunt altogether and instead began tracing themselves teasingly over her inner thighs.

Her vagina seemed to spasm in protest. “No please!”

Razia’s lips left her throat. “Please what, my filly?”

For a moment Viena said nothing, part of her still defiantly resisting. Then she felt Razia’s fingers ghost back up her thigh till they were right at the edge of her engorged slit and she could not stop herself from spitting out the words, “touch me! By the Gods touch me!”

“But I am touching you,” Viena could almost hear the smirk in Razia’s voice. “What you really want, Viena, is for me to touch you somewhere else? Is that it, my filly? Do you want me to touch your pure, innocent vagina? Run my fingers through its hot, wet folds?”

“Yes!”

“If that is what you want, Viena, then you know what it is I wish to hear.” Razia’s fingers glided back up Viena’s pelvis as she spoke, still avoiding her burning cunt, and began teasingly running themselves over the soft skin just above it.

For a few moments Viena said nothing, her pride still bristling at the thought of doing what Razia clearly was demanding she do. Then she felt the older woman’s fingers begin to slide down once again but then part in a V so they stroked along the very edge of her labia lips while still not quite touching them, and her resolve crumbled. With a strangled gasp she almost shouted, “PLEASE! Please Domina! Touch me. Touch my vagina.”

“Good girl!” Razia almost growled triumphantly.

And then Viena squealed aloud as she felt one of Razia’s fingers slowly run itself down the length of her slit. It felt so good! Unlike anything the young woman had ever experienced before.

With an infuriatingly light touch, Razia slowly ran her finger back up Viena’s burning slit, the tip of it just barely parting the silken lips to push into the wet folds beyond. The flood of pleasure rushing through the young woman’s cunt only strengthened and without thinking she found herself squeezing herself around the fingertip. As the finger drew closer to the little bud of her clit it actually throbbed in anticipation, but then just below the little bundle of nerves it stopped and began slowly making its way back down.

“No!” Viena whined.

Razia tisked. “How impatient. Let me make this clear, Viena, I am in charge. I decide when I ride you. I decide the pace of it. I decide when I touch you and in what way. Is that clear, my filly?”

As she said these words, Razia’s finger drew back up Viena’s slit and then began to teasingly circle around her hard little bud, so close to touching it but not quite. The girl gasped aloud as her clitoris tightened almost painfully and suddenly all she could think of was what it would feel like for the older woman to touch it.

“Yes!” Viena panted. “Yes, Domina.”

“Good girl,” Razia purred and then her finger brushed itself over Viena’s clitoris ever so briefly. Her touch remained maddeningly light and lasted only a moment, but the young woman moaned hotly in pleasure as her entire body shuddered in ecstasy.

And then Razia’s finger retreated and once again began slowly running itself up and down between Viena’s swollen labia lips. It felt good. So good. But at the same time it was not nearly enough. Yet all Viena could do was dangle from her bonds and moan as the pleasure and frustration built with equal intensity within her.

“Please Domina….more Domina….Domina please!” Viena begged, all thoughts of dignity forgotten as she was consumed with nothing but the thought of how desperate she was for Razia to stop teasing her.

Another dark chuckle was the only answer, but a second finger joined the first one running itself over Viena’s slit and then a third, the caresses on her vagina becoming firmer and faster. The girl groaned in delight, arching her hips forward to wantonly begin grinding herself against the older woman’s fingers. She had felt nothing like this before in her entire life; it was almost as if a pleasurable wave was building within her young body, reaching higher and higher with every glide of Razia’s fingers over her sopping, hot vagina.

And then Viena felt Razia’s fingers run themselves over her clitoris again. As the little bundle of nerves clenched and throbbed in delight, the young woman tossed her head back and groaned almost gutterally. “Oh yes Domina! Thank you. Please more! More!”

This time it seemed Razia was inclined to listen and her fingers continued to rub themselves over Viena’s pulsing clit. Her touch was infuriatingly light at first, ghosting over the straining little bud with only the softest of caresses. With near desperation, Viena once again arched her hips forward to try and grind herself against the older woman’s hand, but this time Razia retreated and pulled away while continuing to run her fingers over the girl’s clitoris with the same horribly faint strokes and swirls.

But slowly, far too slowly it seemed to Viena, the chieftainess’s caresses became firmer and faster. Soon they were rubbing themselves over the young woman’s clit almost frantically as it throbbed madly underneath the skilled ministrations being inflicted upon it. Again Viena began rocking her hips as she tried to hump herself against Razia’s hand and this time the older woman made no effort to stop her. The hand not busy running itself over Viena’s pussy was still caressing her breasts, rubbing circles over her areolas and plucking and twisting at her nipples.

Panting and moaning, Viena strained against the ropes binding her wrists, trying to get herself on firmer footing so she could better grind herself against Razia’s fingers, hungry for more pressure on her clitoris. The pounding of her heart was almost deafening as it rang in her ears. Razia began to pinch and tug at the rock hard little nubbins that were her nipples but the sharp pain that this invoked only seemed to build the wave surging up within her burning cunt.

Tipping her head back so it rested on Razia’s strong shoulder, Viena groaned like an animal. She could feel the wave starting to crest, the promise of something truly unimaginable waiting on the other end of it. “Ooooooooooh! Oh Domina….I am….I am about to….oh I am….”

“Oh are you?” Razia’s crooned and with those sinister words her fingers vanished from Viena’s vagina.

At first Viena didn’t notice, so caught up in the tantalising prospect of what lay beyond that delicious cresting wave. But then she noticed that it somehow refused to actually crest and tip over into what was beyond. Then to her horror it actually seemed to begin pulling back and she realised just what had happened.

“Noooooooooo!” Viena cried out in horror, rocking her hips with even more fervor in a desperate attempt to make something touch her burning pussy. She was so close. Even the faintest contact would be enough to tip her over, she was certain. Her efforts came to naught however, as nothing made contact aside from empty air.

Defeated, she went limp, sobbing bitterly. Razia’s hands reappeared, wrapping themselves around Viena’s middle and pulling her tightly against her own body as she nuzzled her face into the crook of her neck. The young woman found the gesture surprisingly comforting, to her great confusion. She should be furious with Razia after the cruel way she had just denied her. Instead Viena felt herself melting against the older woman’s body, trying to press herself even more tightly against her.

“Domina….Domina please….” Viena almost did not recognise her own voice. Did she really sound so pitiful and needy?

“Beg all you wish, my sweet filly, but it will do you no good.” As comforting as Razia’s touch might have been, her voice held nothing but wicked delight at Viena’s evident distress. “Or have you forgotten what I said? I set the pace. I hold the reins. And I decide when and how you receive pleasure, if at all.”

Viena whimpered at these cruel words, but then let out a strangled gasp as she felt one of Razia’s hands once again begin to slide down the front of her abdomen, her fingers almost scorching her soft skin despite their featherlight touch. As Viena felt them again drawn near her dripping pussy she held her breath, but then almost sobbed when the fingers stopped just short of it and instead teasingly began tracing themselves up and down along the very edges of her slit while just barely denying it contact.

“But as it happens,” Razia went on, “it seems you may be in luck. As much as I would enjoy continuing to tease you, my filly, until I have found the very edge of what you can take there will be other nights for that. As for tonight, I find just the taste I have had of you so far has gotten me all worked up.” As the older woman said this she rubbed herself against one plump cheek of Viena’s bum for emphasis, and the girl’s eyes went wide as she felt hot juices from Razia’s cunt smeared over her flesh and realised just how hot and wet the other woman’s cunt felt. “I simply cannot wait any longer.”

Hope flared within Viena at those cryptic words and it only grew stronger as to her delight she felt Razia’s fingers finally close the distance and once again touch her vagina. She gave a groan of delight that quickly became a sobbing moan of frustration when the older woman made no move to caress her further, instead only lightly cupping her vulva over its puffy lips.

“Viena, how wet you are!” Razia’s hot breath gusted over the young woman’s ear. “Oh yes, it is high time I give this innocent pussy of yours exactly what it wants. The time has come for me to ride you.”


Chapter Five: The Breaking of a Filly

EVEN AS VIENA’S arms were released from the ropes holding them aloft her mind was racing. Just what was it that Razia intended to do to her now? From the moment she had met the older woman, she had been alluding to this moment, how she intended to ‘ride her’. What exactly did that mean? For what now seemed to be the countless time, Viena found herself cursing her innocence.

Her body however seemed to have a mind of its own. That part of Viena was hungry for whatever it was that Razia had planned for her, most of all her dripping cunt which was almost aching in anticipation. The young woman was still shocked at how she had reacted in pleasure to being whipped by Razia, and had seemed to savour the dreadly pain of the whip on her young body, but she could not deny the truth of it.

She was also keenly aware of the still unfulfilled arousal coursing through her veins. If whatever was about to happen meant she would finally be given the release that Razia had just moments ago teased her to the edge of only to cruelly deny her, then Viena would willingly accept whatever it was.

As her still bound wrists were released from the rope dangling from the roof of the tent, Viena stumbled a little as she found her footing. Razia held her steadily, her solid presence beside her reassuring.

Seemingly assured Viena had had a moment to steady herself, Razia gripped the young woman by her arm and dragged her in the direction of the pile of blankets and pillows at the centre of the tent. Her hand on her forearm held it tightly, nails almost biting into the soft skin, but her other one came to rest on the small of Viena’s back, just above the swell of her bum, in a comforting and supportive manner.

Reaching the bedding, Razia suddenly roughly shoved her. Viena let out a squeak as she fell face down upon the blankets, only just cushioning her fall with her bound hands. “On your knees, my filly, face down.”

Without thinking Viena obeyed, rising up onto her knees as she pressed her face down onto her bound hands. She actually found herself arching her back to better present her bottom, still bright red from its earlier whipping, to the older woman.

Twisting her head, Viena tossed aside her messy blonde tresses so she could look up at Razia. Her heart caught in her throat at the sight of the tall figure of the older woman, looming over her as she hungrily ogled the sight of her kneeling on all fours before her. The predatory look in her dark eyes made the girl shiver.

A thin smile coming over her face, Razia turned and once again walked over to the trunk from which she had earlier produced the whip and ropes. Viena remained rooted to the spot, not moving so much as an inch, as the older woman again bent over and began searching within the trunk for something. What could it be?

When Razia straightened once again the young woman had her answer. She gasped aloud as she saw a leather harness in Razia’s hands, from which dangled a carved piece of ivory fashioned in the unmistakable shape of a man’s erect penis.

As she buckled the harness around her slender hips, Razia’s smile grew smug. “And just what do you think I intend to do with this, my filly?”

Viena gulped, her throat suddenly very dry in contrast to her vagina which was wetter than ever. “You…you intend to take me with it, Domina?”

Razia gave an exaggerated pout. “Oh Viena, my sweet innocent, there is no need to speak so coyly. I intend to fuck you with it. To take my ivory cock and deflower that virgin vagina of yours. Above all, I intend to ride you with it, and see my filly properly broken as she must be.”

The older woman’s crude words made Viena’s cheeks grow hot as she blushed at the lewdness of them. Her cunt, however, clenched so strongly it almost hurt as her mind immediately began fantasising about what Razia had just described actually happening and a heated whimper escaped her lips.

It seemed that Razia heard as her dark eyes gleamed, but she once again reached into the trunk from which she had produced her ivory penis. “But before I ride my filly, I shall have to have you properly tacked out for the occasion.”

When Razia’s hands reemerged one held what was obviously a bar gag, fashioned in the style of the bit of a horse’s bridle. Its purpose Viena could immediately guess at but her eyes widened when she saw that Razia’s other hand gripped a short wooden pole with leather cuffs on each end. What could that be for?

Razia stalked back across the tent towards the kneeling young woman, rolling her hips in an almost predatory fashion. Viena barely noticed, eyes glued to the shaft of ivory hanging heavily between the older woman’s legs. A tingle of apprehension ran down her spine as she eyed it. It was so big! She knew in her innocence she had nothing to compare the size of it to, but part of her could not help but worry if she would even be able to fit it inside of her and she knew the first time was always painful.

Reaching her, Razia kneeled down behind Viena and gave a light slap to one of her inner thighs. “Spread your legs, my filly.”

Viena obeyed and pulled her legs further apart into a wide V. Razia then took the wooden pole and placed it between her knees. Its purpose was revealed as the older woman proceeded to secure the leather cuffs tightly around each of them.

Flexing her legs, Viena discovered she was now completely unable to close them. Her apprehension only grew as the girl realised just how exposed she now was, her pussy completely vulnerable to Razia’s impending assault on it with her ivory penis. While the knowledge was unexpectedly arousing, evidenced by how her cunt felt more swollen and hot than ever, it was also frightening. As she continued to eye the length of carved ivory, its tip jutting out just inches from her bare vagina, Viena could not help but give a fearful little whimper.

“Viena, look at me!”

Somehow Viena tore her eyes away and looked up. Razia’s normally cruel eyes were filled with an uncharacteristically gentle look and she placed one hand softly on one of the young woman’s plump bum cheeks in a reassuring gesture.

“Do you wish to stop? Remember what I told you, Viena. If you do not wish to continue you must only tell me and nothing more occurs. I promise I will not punish you for it or be angry with you.”

As she spoke, Razia gently rubbed her hand over the still tender flesh of Viena’s bum and the girl felt her apprehension recede and instead be replaced with a feeling of safety as she realised she believed her. Razia was being truthful when she said this was Viena’s choice.

And Viena discovered it was a surprisingly easy choice. Yes, it would hurt at first, but the young woman had learned that pain was something that could also be pleasurable. The whipping she had experienced at Razia’s hands had hurt terribly, but it had also felt so good at the same time. Viena could not even begin to understand it, but that did not make it less true.

“Do it, Domina,” Viena said hotly, her voice containing not a trace of hesitation. “Ride me like the stallion you are!”

Razia’s eyes darkened with excitement at Viena’s words and her familiar cruel smile once again appeared on her face. “Oh I shall, my filly. I shall. Face forward, please.”

Viena turned her head away and willingly opened her mouth as Razia pressed the bar gag between her lips and buckled it tightly around her head. Once it was secured she submissively bent her head face down into her bound hands as she had been instructed to earlier. The excited hiss she heard from behind her at this act only spiked her arousal even higher.

She felt the hand on her bum shift to gently but firmly grip her hip and then she felt something cool and hard pushing against the engorged lips of her slit. Feeling them begin to stretch as it began to push its way inside, she instinctively flinched and tried to pull away.

“Calm yourself, my filly,” Razia crooned lovingly. “There will be pain at first, that cannot be avoided I am afraid, but afterwards I promise there will be pleasure unlike anything.”

Obediently Viena took deep breaths and her body relaxed as she grew used to the alien feeling of the head of the phallus just inside of her cunt.

Then she felt both of Razia’s hands hold her tightly by the hips and her slit stretched even more as the other woman thrust forward with her own, impaling her ivory penis deep inside of Viena. The girl let out a pained cry around the bar gag bisecting her mouth as something within her ripped and sudden, stinging pain radiated through her vagina.

Razia made no further attempt to move, allowing Viena time to adjust while she soothingly rubbed her hands over the sides of her hips. The pain abated as quickly as it had appeared and once it was gone the young woman was suddenly aware of how pussy felt completely stuffed. The feeling was strange and totally new to Viena but it was not unpleasant.

“Are you ready, my filly?” At Viena’s nod of affirmation Razia’s hands once again gripped her by the hips. “Good, we will start at a canter.”

Slowly, Razia pulled her hips back and began withdrawing her phallus until only the tip remained inside of Viena’s pussy. The friction of its passing sent a ripple of pleasure through the young woman and she groaned in delight, even as her cunt clenched in protest at the sudden empty feeling that filled it. Before she could react further, however, Razia began pressing forward again, thrusting slowly but firmly with her cock until it was once again sheathed inside of Viena to the very hilt.

“Do you like that, my filly?” Razia said smugly in response to the ragged groan of pleasure that came from Viena.

“ ‘eeeees,” Viena mumbled through the gag in her mouth. “ ‘eeeees ‘ohima, ‘ooore, ‘leeease!”

Again Razia withdrew her ivory penis until just the tip remained and then again she thrust back inside. This time it was more force and the slapping sound of her thighs hitting Viena’s bum rang throughout the tent along with another hot moan of pleasure from the bound young woman.

This time when she began rocking back her hips, Razia pushed forward with her hands. “I said at the canter, my filly!”

The command in her voice was clear and Viena obediently rocked herself forward in the opposite direction of Razia. When the older woman once again thrust with her cock, Viena again matched her movement, pumping backwards to meet it. Again the sound of skin slapping against skin rang in her ears and without thinking she clenched her inner walls around the ivory phallus buried within her vagina and was rewarded with a spike of pleasure.

Razia fell into a steady rhythm, thrusting in and out with her penis of carved ivory into the bound girl, her hands on her hips guiding her motions. The tent was soon filled with the sound of skin slapping against skin and the older woman’s heavy, disciplined breathing, along with increasingly louder muffled moans of delight from Viena.

“Good, my filly.” Razia’s praising voice was hot with her own growing excitement. “Already you follow my direction so easily. I had worried your wild nature would need taming, but so far you are wonderfully obedient. I hope this shall continue.”

Viena barely heard the other woman. She was completely lost in the pleasure bubbling up inside of her. Each new thrust of Razia’s phallus into her vagina sent ripples of pleasure shooting out from it throughout her entire body. Her clitoris seemed to be throbbing in time with each rocking motion of her hips, back and forth, again and again. She could feel that pleasurable wave once more, again building higher and higher inside of her. Heart pounding madly, she realised her orgasm was growing close.

But then Razia thrust forward with her hips once more and then stopped, thighs pressed tightly against Viena’s round bum. A groan of protest welled up in the young woman’s throat and mindlessly she tried to continue pumping her hips on the older woman’s cock, desperate to keep going and chase the tantalising chest of that wonderful wave that felt so close to arriving.

With a furious hiss, Razia tightened her grip on Viena’s hips and held her in place. “Perhaps I spoke too soon! You forget, my filly, that I set the pace. I decide when to give you your head and when to haul in the reins. I decide when your pleasure comes and how quickly, if it comes at all. Perhaps a short trot will help remind you of this!”

Very slowly, Razia began moving again, gradually pulling her hips back and then inch by inch rocking them back till her cock was once again fully sheathed inside of the younger woman’s cunt. Viena bucked and fought against Razia’s grip on her hips, moaning in protest around her gag at this new, frustrating pace, but the woman’s hands were like iron. Despite all her efforts she could only move along in conjunction with Razia’s teasingly slow thrusts.

“ ‘leeeeease ‘ohima,” Viena begged with growing desperation as the frustration built within her trembling body, hot tears once again welling up in her eyes and dripping down her face onto her bound hands. While the pleasurable wave within her was not exactly receding under the slow thrusts of the other woman’s shaft of carved ivory, it did not seem to be growing either, much unlike her still unfulfilled arousal which seemed to be reaching new heights.

“My poor filly,” Razia’s voice taunted her in a tone of faux sympathy. “How distressed you sound. I can feel your flanks positively trembling with a need to run free. Well I cannot allow that, not yet, but perhaps I can test if you have learned your lesson as we try a gallop.”

At that Razia suddenly quickened her pace, now almost pounding at Viena with her ivory penis, and while still guiding the young woman’s motions allowed her to begin pumping back against her with renewed quickness. Her heavy breasts dangled down from her chest and swayed with the momentum of her body, her rock hard nipples brushing against the silky blankets beneath her and only adding to her growing pleasure.

“ ‘hank yoo!” Viena cried out in gratitude through her gag. “ ‘hank yoo ‘homina!”

Beads of sweat broke out across the young woman’s body from her efforts as she pumped and thrust herself on Razia’s cock, running down her thighs to join the juices they were already streaked with. From behind her she could hear Razia grunting and panting from her exertions and the slapping sound of her sweaty thighs pounding against her own plump bottom was becoming increasingly wet, mixing her with ever louder moans of pleasure.

The wave was building again, higher and higher with each fresh thrust of Razia’s cock into her vagina. Moaning in pleasure, Viena began to imagine how it would feel to finally have it crest and crash over her. How it would feel to finally orgasm. Her clitoris tightened and her inner walls began to clench. Oh she was so close. Only moments away.

And again Razia gave one more mighty thrust and then stopped.

“ ‘OOOOOOOOOOO!” Viena all but screamed as her cunt spasmed in protest, her little clit throbbing against the cool, empty air of the tent, as once again her seemingly inevitable orgasm was cut off in its tracks. “ ‘leeeeease! ‘Leeeease ‘homina! I ‘anna cum! I ‘anna cum!”

Again without thinking she tried to continue pumping her hips. She was close. So close. Just a few moments more was all it would take. But again Razia’s hands gripped themselves on her hips and stopped her. Viena strained with everything she had but again it proved fruitless, the other woman simply too strong to overcome.

“What a spirited thing you are, Viena.” Razia’s voice was filled with amusement, clearly entertained by the girl’s futile struggles. “I like that, I must confess. Still, a spirited filly must be tamed, there is nothing else for it. That does not mean I cannot take pleasure in the process, however.”

Without warning Razia began fucking Viena once again with her ivory cock, her thrusts short and rough. At the apex of each one, the older woman would grind herself against the base of the phallus, groaning hotly as she did so.

Viena was also groaning, her hips straining against the grip of Razia’s hands as she tried to rock them back, knowing it would increase her pleasure. Razia’s hands were like a vice, however, holding her in place and denying her even the smallest amount of movement. All Viena could do was shudder and moan as the older woman continued to pound away at her.

Then Razia again slammed her ivory penis deep within Viena and stopped. Viena all but screamed in frustration, her poor pussy vainfully clenching vainly around Razia’s cock as she desperately tried to break free from the older woman’s grip on her hips. She was close. So close. If she could just move the slightest bit surely it would be enough to tip herself over into release.

From behind her, she could hear Razia almost roaring, her voice triumphant and laced with pleasure. Twisting her head around, she saw the older woman’s body was clenched and shuddering, her hips grinding themselves against the base of her ivory phallus. All the girl could do was watch in bitter envy as what seemed to be a truly explosive orgasm coursed through her domina - had she really just thought of the other woman that way? It seemed she had.

As the last traces of her climax left her body, Razia relaxed and exhaled deeply. With hooded eyes, she looked down on Viena, still bound and kneeling before her. “My my, that was something, my dear filly. You have pleased me indeed. I had high expectations for your first ride Viena, my darling, but you have succeeded them. Has it been enjoyable for you as well?”

Razia rocked her hips just slightly for emphasis as she spoke but even this small movement made Viena’s clitoris tighten almost painfully in frustration as the ripple of pleasure it created reminded her of her own terribly unfulfilled state of arousal. Oh how she wanted to cum. At this point it was practically all she could think of.

“ ‘homina ‘leeeeeease!” The girl all but sobbed.

Dark eyes gleaming, Razia smiled cruelly. “I still you are still in a feisty mood, my filly. Very well, perhaps it is time I give you your head and see just how far you can run. I admit I am curious.”

And with those words, Razia’s hands left Viena’s hips and instead gripped themselves underneath the girl’s shoulders, hoisting her up from her kneeling position on the bedding, even as she once again began thrusting with her hips.

For a moment Viena was too stunned to react, then realising that her own hips were free she began madly pumping herself back to meet Razia’s thrusts, a hot groan springing from her throat. There was no rhythm to the older woman’s movements now, her hips simply pounding away at Viena like some wild animal, and at this new angle her ivory penis seemed to penetrate the girl deeper than ever with each new thrust.

Even as Razia continued to rut away at Viena, her hands slipped forward to cup the young woman’s large breasts. Vienna gasped through her gag as she felt her domina’s fingers on her nipples, rubbing themselves over the hard little nubbins. She arched her chest forward, seeking for contact - needing more contact - and for once Razia made no attempt to tease her but instead plucked and rolled the girl’s nipples with her fingers.

“ ‘o…. ‘o ‘hank yoo!” Viena groaned raggedly, even as she continued to rock her hips back with ever greater franticness to meet the thrusts of Razia’s cock. “ ‘hank yoo ‘homina!”

Razia made no answer; Viena could hear the older woman panting heavily from her efforts. Not that the young woman cared, her concentration was entirely on pounding back to meet Razia’s thrusts as her domina fucked her. There was no other way to describe it. Her clitoris seemed to throb in time with each new thrust of Razia’s ivory penis into her vagina, her inner walls clenched around it to maximize the delicious friction of it gliding through her wet, inner folds.

As her arousal spiked to new levels, Viena let out a desperate moan and pumped her hips with everything she had. Her poor, still denied pussy was so swollen and hot it felt like an inferno was blazing away inside of it. There was a pressure building within her that almost seemed to hurt but was delicious at the same time. Her orgasm was coming. It was so close. Every new thrust from Razia’s cock seemed to leave her teetering right on the very edge of cumming, but somehow left her just short of it each time.

Even as she revelled in the pleasure, cold terror lingered in the back of Viena’s mind. How much longer would Razia allow this to continue? What if she stopped again. Denied her release as she had so many times before. Even as her limbs began to burn from exhaustion, Viena made herself keep going, redoubling her efforts out of desperation to make herself finally cum before that could happen.

“Yes, my filly, run wild. Show me everything you have!” Razia’s fingers cruelly twisted the girl’s nipples as she spoke, but the sharp pain shot straight to her clit and it tightened in ecstasy as the pain combined with the pleasure surging through her into something almost overwhelming.

Viena pounded her hips like a mad woman, grunting through her gag like the animal Razia described her as. Her body shone with sweat in the dim light of the tent, her cheeks flushed a dark red that rivalled the engorged lips of her vagina. The wave was cresting again. Her orgasm was right there, so close she could already feel the first traces of it. All her mind could think of was the desperate need she felt to cum.

But then Razia thrust her cock so deeply within Viena that the young woman swore she could feel the tip bump against her cervix and with that she stopped. Viena let loose an agonising scream as once again she felt herself right on the verge of climax, her body clenching as she desperately sought to push herself over that tormentful edge into blissful release. Her hips twitched with the urge to continue pumping and finish things.

Razia’s hands slipped down to her hips again. Their grip was light but the warning was clear. With a sobbing moan, Viena simply bowed her head in defeat and wept bitter tears of frustration. She knew better by now than to try anything. Razia had made it clear she would not cum until she decided to allow it. It seemed that would never be the case.

“My poor, beautiful filly,” Razia crooned hotly, “you sound exhausted. Have I pushed you too hard? Let you run too free? Yes, as enjoyable as your first ride has been, I think the time has come for it to end.”

Viena’s heart sank at those words. So the evening was to end in nothing but tormentful frustration for her. Then to her shock Razia’s hands touched her back and shoved her forward so she fell face first into the bedding. She felt the older woman’s body press itself against her back, rock hard nipples poking into her shoulder blades, and she once again began to move.

Even as the pleasurable wave began to build within her again, Viena hung in frantic suspense. Did Razia mean to….no she dare not let herself hope. This was nothing but one cruel, final trick by the other woman before she once again stopped and left in her denial.

But Razia showed no sign of stopping. Her thrusts once again became wild and fierce, her ivory penis pounding itself within Viena’s poor, frustrated vagina. One hand slipped down between the girl’s legs and sought out her pulsing clitoris, rubbing themselves over the little bud with abandon as it madly throbbed underneath them. Her other hand fisted itself around Viena’s blonde locks and yanked her head up sharply.

Pain exploded through Viena’s scalp but the groan that flew from her throat was one of pleasure as her cunt clenched in delight. It seemed that was enough to finally make the wave crest and this time Razia did not stop and the young woman let loose a howl as finally she came. Pleasure flooded through her young body as it spasmed uncontrollably, her heart seeming to wildly pound in her chest and her skin tingling.

Razia was not finished and continued to thrust with her hips, rearing up onto her knees to more deeply penetrate Viena with her ivory phallus. Her hands once again gripped Viena’s hips tightly, guiding their movements in time with her own. Lost in the mindless ecstasy coursing through her, Viena unthinkingly obeyed, pumping herself back to meet Razia’s thrusts. She screamed again as a second orgasm was ripped from her.

Still Razia did not stop, still pounding with her hips, breathless pants escaping her lips as she continued to fuck the bound girl. One of her hands once again reached between Viena’s legs, fingers stroking themselves over the engorged lips of her slit. Capturing the little bud of her clit between them, she lightly pinched it. This was another to trigger a third climax in Viena who shrieked so loudly her voice actually broke.

And with that Viena’s entire body went limp with exhaustion. Razia thrust a few more times and then finally ceased, sensing the girl was utterly spent. Pulling her cock from Viena’s now velvety pussy, she quickly unlatched the cuffs securing her knees to the spreader bar and loosened the bit gag from her mouth. Viena groaned in relief, flexing her stiff jaw and stretching her body, sore from being bound for so long.

She felt Razia lie down beside her, her strong hands rolling her over onto her side so she was facing her. Instinctively, Viena pressed herself up against the older woman, seeking out the comforting warmth of her body. Strong arms wrapped themselves around her lovingly, hands softly stroking her long hair.

“Good girl,” Razia murmured gently, nuzzling her face against Viena’s, “what a good girl you are, Viena. My beautiful filly. Riding you was a treat beyond anything I could imagine. Was it good for you also?”

“Oh Domina,” Viena gushed, “I cannot….it was unlike anything….oh I cannot begin to describe -”

Her babbling was cut off as Razia’s lips captured hers in a short but fierce kiss and Viena melted against the cheiftainess’s body, savouring the feeling of her small, taut breasts mashed against her large, plump ones. Her legs tangled up with her own. But then she groaned in protest when the kiss ended and Razia pulled away and rose to her feet.

“One moment, my filly,” Razia said reassuringly, “I am quite thirsty after your ride. Let me fetch some wine for both of us.”

Viena watched Razia’s body sway as she walked, glued to the sight of her hard bum and sculpted thighs. Her vagina tingled from the sight and her hands, still bound with rope, itched to move down and caresses it but she resisted. She would be a good girl for Razia, her domina, and not touch herself unless she granted her permission.

Razia returned with a pair of winecups and handed one to Viena. Even as the young woman drank hungrily from it, suddenly aware of how parched she was, she found herself snuggling up against Razia once again; her body seemed just as parched for contact and savoured the feeling of the older woman’s hot, sweaty skin against her own.

Suddenly aware of the cool ivory shaft pressed against her thigh, Viena shifted and began rubbing her slit along the length of it, a little moan of pleasure welling up in her throat. Razia noticed and chuckled hotly.

“My are you not a spirited little thing, Viena.” One of her hand’s went to Viena’s hip nonetheless and stilled her movements. “Do not get me wrong, my filly, this pleases me, but first we must both rest. When we have regained both our strength I shall be happy to ride you again. Would you like that?”

“Yes Domina!” Viena said eagerly. “You may ride me as many times as you wish! Oh please.”

“Oh I shall, Viena,” Razia smiled smugly. “Indeed, I think I shall ride you all night long.”

Putting aside her now empty cup, Razia took Viena’s face in both of her hands and kissed the young woman again. Viena passionately returned it, her tongue rising up to meet the other woman’s own when it forced its way into her mouth. Had she really greeted the day with moody resignation? It seemed to be a lifetime ago now. If only she had known the true delight that was in store for her. It did not matter. A whole new life was now before her. She was Razia’s. Her bride. Her slave. Her filly.


Epilogue

IN THE AFTERNOON heat of the tent, Viena pulsed with delight as Razia rode her. Her body was utterly naked save for her jewellery. Gem studded armbands and bracelets covered her arms, clanking against the iron shackles that secured her wrists. Anklets adorned her legs, as did the leather cuffs binding them to the spreader bar that kept them wide open. Necklaces decorated with pearls and jewels hung from her neck, dangling between her breasts as they swayed heavily from the movements of her body. All gifts from Razia, her wife. Her domina.

Behind her, Razia was just as naked, breathing heavily as she fucked her with her ivory cock. Skin slapped against skin as her hands lightly held the young woman’s hips, guiding her thrusts in time with her own. Then suddenly her pace slackened, coming down from a canter and becoming teasingly slow.

Viena groaned in frustration around her gag but obediently adjusted her own movement to match Razia’s, even as her cunt clenched itself in protest around the shaft of ivory buried within it. The now very familiar wave had just been beginning to build inside of her. It did not matter. She was Razia’s good girl and would follow her wishes.

“Good, my filly!” Razia praised her. “Already you are so obedient, so attuned to my direction. Your training goes well. I am so proud of you, Viena.”

The words made Viena’s heart flutter, but another frustrated groan slipped from her nevertheless. It had been mid afternoon when the tribe had made camp and Razia had announced they would ‘retire for some rest’, which of course had been the furthest thing from what had happened. If Viena judged the time right she was certain twilight was soon approaching and Razia had been riding her for that entire time, teasing her to the very edge countless times as she always did.

“Oh, are you being difficult?” Razia laughed tauntingly. “Or are you simply aching to be given your head and allowed to run. Lucky for you that is exactly what I want as well, my dear filly. Run for me! You have my permission.”

Viena needed no urging and immediately began pumping her hips with abandon, Razia responding in kind. Soon she felt the wave building again, but when it threatened to crest she fought to suppress it. As badly as she hungered to cum she would not do so until her domina permitted it.

She did not need to wait long, however. It seemed Razia was as pent up as Viena was and after only a few minutes she began to groan hotly and soon she was grinding herself with abandon against the base of her ivory penis. “Cum with me, Viena! Cum with me now!”

Only too willing to oblige, Viena cried out around her gag as the wave crashed over her body, pleasure flooding her. Far too quickly it was over, but the girl remained obediently on all fours waiting to see if Razia wished to ride her again and hardly surprised but how greatly she hoped that would be the case.

It was not, unfortunately, and Razia pulled out of Viena and released her from her bonds. As the older woman lay down on the bedding, Viena rose to her feet and padded across the tent to a small wooden footstool set before a mirror of polished bronze set in front of one of the canvas walls.

She just might have put just a bit of extra sway in her step as she did so, wiggling her bum ever so slightly. Out of the corner of her eye, she watched with satisfaction as Razia gazed after her raptly as she lay naked upon the bedding. Her ivory cock almost lewdly jutted out at half mast between her legs.

Reaching the mirror, Viena sat upon the stool and began brushing her hair. She could have called for her attendants to do this for her, but sometimes she preferred to handle her hair and cosmetics herself in order to savour the time alone she had with Razia.

“Will we be camped here long?” Viena asked when she put down her comb and picked up a brush to begin applying powder to her face.

Razia shook her head. “Only for tonight. Our scouts found a caravan to the south, likely heading towards Ashkad, and it looks to be a rich one. We will have to ride hard tomorrow if we are to catch it before it reaches the edges of the desert.”

Viena said nothing, only nodding in acquiescence. Razia had been true to her word and neither raided or extorted any of the caravans heading towards the cities of Hylenncena since their wedding, but it hardly seemed to be a great sacrifice. The Ghaybi was crawling with ones heading to either the southern kingdoms or intending to make passage east beyond the Jade Mountains and the bint Saani still freely preyed upon those. Some of the fruits of those raids decorated her body at that very moment.

Satisfied with her face, Viena rose and began looking through the trunks containing her things. While she had adopted the garb of the bint Saani out of convenience when travelling, when they made camp she still dressed in the finery she was used to, as much for Razia’s benefit as her own she had to concede. She had much to choose from. Her wardrobe now vastly dwarfed the one she had had back under her father’s roof. Countless rich tunics were among it, along with linen ones in the style of the southern kingdoms and even silk dresses from the easterly empire beyond the Jade Mountains. The latter were skimpy things that left so much of her body bare that so far she had not dared to wear them except in the privacy of their tent for Razia’s obvious enjoyment.

No sooner had she finished dressing, Viena heard a voice call out from outside the tent. “Bir Saani?”

“Enter,” Razia answered, utterly unbothered by the fact she was still utterly nude.

A robed tribesman entered, his eyes carefully averted from the cheiftainess’s body. “Apologies, bir Saani, but a group of riders has approached the camp and seek audience.”

“Do we know who?”

“It is the merchant Fazli.”

Viena’s eyes went wide with surprise. That was unexpected.

“Very well,” Razia said, rising to her feet. “I shall dress and come to him.”

The tribesman bowed apologetically. “I am sorry, bir Saani, but it is not you he seeks an audience with but your wife, Viena bint Saani.”

Even more unexpected. Razia herself quirked an eyebrow in consideration. “Very well. I shall still dress first. Inform Fazli we shall be with him shortly.”

Once they were alone again Viena turned to Razia. “What could he want?”

“I do not know, my filly” Razia said as she pulled on a pair of flowing pantaloons. “Fazli occasionally comes to treat with me on behalf of outsiders, but I am surprised that he would have business with you. We shall find out soon enough.”

Once Razia had laced a vest around her chest and wrapped her long hair up in a turban, the two emerged from their tent. Fazli was waiting for them on the edge of the encampment, a number of his men standing a bit away with their horses.

The beady eyed merchant bowed sycophantically as they approached. “Greetings, bir Saani. It is a joy to see you again. And you as well, Viena Aueius.”

“Thank you, Fazli,” Razia replied, “I understand you wished for an audience with my wife?”

“Yes,” Fazli fished into his robes and produced a scroll of parchment sealed with wax. “I have a message for you, Great Lady, from your father. A matter of some urgency as I understand it.”

He held out the scroll and Viena noted that the seal held the impression of her father’s signet ring in the red wax. Taking it, the young woman broke the seal and unrolled the parchment. The scrawl of script inside looked to be hastily written.

Daughter,

The Emperor is dead. Deposed. The worthless byblow of a goat sent an army of eight legions across the Pruss river into the forests of theTetons, led by his oaf of a brother no less, and they were ambushed and slaughtered. Eight imperial standards were lost along with countless men!

When word reached Corium I hear that the people rioted in the streets at the disgrace and the Emperor was slain in his bedchamber by his own guards. Their commander now sits on the Emperor’s chair.

Daughter, hear me! The new Emperor has had the Senate declare me an Enemy of the State and rescinded by governorship. I hear that six whole legions are mustering to cross the Narrow Sea and depose me and I can muster a mere two of my own from the garrison and of dubious loyalty at that. Promise Razia bir Saani whatever is necessary. Use whatever wiles you must. Only see to it that she brings her warriors and those of all other tribes she can sway to Anens. I command this as your Primus! The fate of our family depends upon it.

Tibius

As Viena finished reading the last words of her father’s missive she was silent for a moment as she sought to absorb what she had just learned. It seemed that her brother Decim had been right in the prediction he had made. Their father’s reckless ambition had finally backfired upon him and the family as a whole.

“What is it, Vienna,” Razia asked from beside her.

“It seems my father calls upon you for aid,” Viena said, “against the armies of the new Emperor, who he appears to be out of favour with.”

“I see.” Razia’s face became serious. “As fearsome as our people are out here on the sands of the Ghaybi, in the hills of the coast I fear we would be at a disadvantage. Still….your blood is of my blood now and I have given my word -”

“If I recall,” Viena interjected, cutting off the older woman, “you gave your word that in return for having me as a bride you would not raid or extol the caravans seeking passage to Hyllencena through the desert. You made no promise to fight for him against the Emperor himself.”

A look of relief appeared on Razia’s face; clearly she had not relished the idea of fighting against the mighty armies of the empire. It became serious again after a moment. “And what of your family, Viena. Your father would not have called for aid were it not a matter of life and death, I suspect.”

“Yes, Great Lady,” Fazli interjected hastily, a worried look appearing in his eyes at this turn of events. Knowing her father, she suspected that he had withheld the majority of the merchant’s payment until he had returned with news of success, which now seemed not to be the case. “Surely, you would not have me return with word that you have turned your back on them?”

Viena smiled cooly. “Return with these words for my father. The wind blows the sand and the sand covers all. One day perhaps it shall even cover Utrusia itself. But today it seems that the sand shall soon cover the Aueii name. A name I put aside when I became bint Saani.”

A look of unhappy resignation appeared on Fazli’s face as she quoted back to him the words he had said weeks ago on their journey to Hakka Point. For her part, Viena smiled inwardly with satisfaction. All her life she had been a dutiful and virtuous daughter of a noble Utrusian house, not that her father had ever shown any true appreciation for it, but now she realised that those things did not matter. Her loyalty was to Razia now and the bint Saani.

But then she remembered Decim and the thought gave her pause. Her brother had been as much a pawn of their father’s machinations as her. Did he deserve to share his fate?

“I would have you send another message for me,” Viena unclasped one of the many bracelets decorating one of her wrists and held it up.

“Oh who would it be to, Great Lady,” Fazli answered, his beady eyes suddenly hungry again as he eyed the dangling piece of jewellery, fashioned from gold and studded with rubies the size of quail eggs. It was likely worth more than an entire caravan of oil harvested from the desert.

“My brother, Decim.” Viena said, dropping the bracelet into Fazli’s suddenly outstretched hand. “Tell him, that should he wish for one, there is a place for him here among the bint Saani where he would be free of both our father and whatever fate now awaits him. I am sure if he desires it you will arrange passage for him to Hakka Point and have word brought to us that he is there?”

“It will be done, Great Lady!” Fazli bowed again as he slipped the bracelet into his robes and backed away.

Once he was out of earshot, Razia turned to face Viena. “Offering sanctuary as if it is a gift you have a right to bestow, are you now? It seems perhaps you now aspire to be the rider and not the filly?”

Viena’s eyes went wide as sudden worry filled her that she had offended Razia by overstepping her place. “I am sorry, Domina. Please, Decim will earn his place here if you deign to offer him one. He is a good fighter and….he knows how to ride.” Though hardly up to the standards of the bint Saan she left unspoken.

And then Razia cupped Viena’s cheek and she quieted. “I only jest, my love. Your brother is your blood and your blood became mine the day we married. There will be a place for him here if he wishes it.”

Relief flooded Viena but a second later she almost gasped as she realised what the other woman had just said. “You….you love me?”

Razia’s beautiful face smiled. “Of course I do, Viena my filly, I have loved you I think from the moment I laid eyes upon you in your tent.”

Happiness unlike anything she had ever felt brimmed up in Viena’s body as her heart seemed to somersault in her chest. “Oh Razia, I love you too!”


The End?
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